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LO Rt oOndg 


To the Right Honourable 


FO HN, Fail of MULGRAVE, 


Gentleman of His MajesTyY's Bed-Cham- 
ber, and Knight of the Muſt Noble Or- 
der of the GAR TER. 


HEN I hear by many Perſons, not in 
& different Judges, how Poets are cenfur'd 
moſt even where they moſt interned to 
pleaſe,, and ſometimes by thote to 
whom they addreſs, mn'd for 
Flatterers, Sycophants, little fawning 


ings there is none more dreadful to me than a Dedica 
tion. So nicely cruel are our Judges, inat after a 
Play has been generally applauded on the Stage, the 
induſtrious Malice of ſome After obſervers ſhall damn 
it for an Fil or a PS. For this Rea on, my 

Lord, 4l{-xand r was more to ſeek for a Patron in 
truubled Thoughts, than for the Temple of Foaprrer 
Anmon in the ſpreading Wilds and rolling Sands. 
Tis certain too, he mvuit have been lo, had rot For- 
ane, whom I muſt once at leaſt acknowledge kind in 
my Life, preſented me to your Lordſhip: You were 
pleaſed, my Lord, to read it over dt by Act; and by 
particular Praiſes, proceed ng from the Sweetnels ta- 
her than the Juſtice of your Temper, lifted me up + 
rom my natural Melancholy and Dilidence, to a dell A 
A 2 BBelief, 


1 


Wretches ; I confeſs, of all Undertaks e 


4 The DEDICATION. 


Belief, that what fo great an Underſtanding warranted: 
could not fail of Succeſs. 

Arp here I were moſt ungrateful. if I ſhould not 
fatisfy the judging World of the Surprize I was in. 
Pardon me, my Lore, for calling it a Surprize, when 
I was firſt honour'd by waiting upon yeer Lordihip 
So much unexpected, aad indeed unutual Aﬀability, 
from Perſons of your Birth and Quality, fo true an 
Maſineſs, ſuch Frankneſs without 4 ffectation, I never 
4% Your conftant but few Friends, ſhew the | irm- 
wels of your Mind, which never varics; fo godlike a 
Wrtge, that a Frince puts oft his Majeſly when he 
14775 with Relulation. In all the hepry times that I 
: tended you, unleſs Buſineſs or Accident interpoſed, I 


have obſerved your Company to be the ſame. You 1 


have travell'd thro all Tempers, ſail d thro” all Hu- 
mours of the Court's unconſtant Sea, you have gain d 
the gallant Prizes which you ſought, y dur ſelected, un 
valuable Friends; and I am perte&ly periuaded, if you 
traffick but ſeldom abroad, tis for fear of ſplitting up- 
on Knaves or Fools Noris it Pride, but rather a Deli. 
cacy of your Soul, that makes you ſhun the ſordid Part 
of the World, the ! ees and Dregs of it, while in the 
nobleſt Retirement you enjoy the 2 Spirits, and have 
that juſt Greatreſs o be abore the baſer How com- 
mendable therefore is ſuch a Reſervation! How admi- - 
rable ſuch a Solitude! If you are fingulat in this, we 
ht to blame the wild, unthinking, diſſolute Age; 
an Age whoſe Bufinef+ is ſenfeleſs Riet Nerenier Game 
bols, and ridiculous Debauchery ; an Age that can pro- 
duce few Perſons befides your Lordſhip, who dare be 
alore All our hot Hours burnt in Night-Revels, 
drown'd by Day in dead Sleep, or. if we wake, tis a 
Point of reeling Honcer jogs us to the Fie'd where if 
we live or die we are not concern'd; for the Soul was 
laid out before we went abre ad, and cur Bodies were 
after acted by mere animal Spirits, without Res ion. 
Wren more narroxly contemplate your Perſon, 
methinks I fee in your Lordſhip two of the moſt fa- 
mous Characters that ever anticnt or modern Story 
could produce, the mighty & ibis, and the retir'd Corv- 
fry. You have certainly the Gravity, n 
| udge- 


* 
1 * 
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udgment, as well as the Courage of the firſt ; all which 
in your early Attempts of War, gave the nobleſt Dawn 
of Virtue, and will, when Occaſion preſents, anſwer 
our Expectation, and ſhine forth at full. Then for the 
latter, you poſſeſs all his Sweetneſs of Humour in 
Peace, all that Halcyon Tranquility of Mind, where 
your deep Thoughts glide, like ſilent Waters, without 
a Wrinkle ; your Hours move with ſofteit Wings, and 
rarely any Larum ſtrikes to diſcompoſe you. You have 
the Philoſophy of the firſt : And, which I confeſs of all 
your Qualities I love moſt, the Poetry of the latter. I 
was never more mov'd at Virgil: Dido, than at a ſhort 
Poem of your Lordſhip's. where nothing but the Short- 
nets can be diſhik'd. As our Churchmen wiſh there 
were more Noblemen of their Function, ſo wiſh 1 in 
the Behalf of depreſs'd Poetry, that there were more 
Poets of your Lordihip's Excellency and Eminence. If 
Poetry be a Virtue, ſhe is a ragged one, and never in a- 
ny Age went barer than now. It may be objected, ſhe 
never deſcrv'd leſs. To that I muſt not anſwer: But I 
am ſure when ſhe meiited moſt, ſhe was always difla- 
tisfied, or ſhe would not have forſaken the moſt ſplen- 
did Courts in the World. Virgil and Horace, Favourites 
of the mightieſt Emperor, retir'd from him, preferrin 
a Miſtreſs, or a white Boy, and two or three chearf 
drinking Friends in a Country Village, to all the 
Magnificence of Rome : Or if ſometimes they were 
ſaatch'd from their cooler Pleaſures to an imperial Ban- 
quet, we may fee by their Verſes in praiſe of a Coun- 
try Life, 'twas againſt their Inclinations; witneſs Horace 
in his Epode, Beatur ille gui procul, &c. Part of his 
ſixth Satire, his Epiſtle to 2 c. 4% Vigil Georgic, 7 
O Fortunatos nimium bona fi, &c. all render'd by Mr, 
Cowley ſo copioully and naturally, as no Age gone be- 
fore, or coming after, ſhall equal, tho' all Heads join to- 
gether to out-do him. I ſpeak not of his Exactneſs to 
a Line, but of the whole. This then may be ſaid, as to 
| the Condition of Poets in all Times, few ever arriv'd to 
a middle Fortune, moſt have lived at the loweſt, none 
ever mounted to the higheſt : Neither by Birth, for 
none was ever born a Prince, as no Prince to my re- 


membrance was ever born a Poet: Nor by Induftry | 


: 
: 
A 3 becauſe 4 
| 1 _ 


| 
' 
[ 
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becauſe they were always too much tranſported by their 
own T houghts, from minding the grave Buſineſs of a 
World: Nor of their Humour M hereas even Slaves, 
the Rubbiſh of the Earth, rave, by moit prodigious 
Fortune, gain'd a Sceptre, and with their vile Heads 
tullied the Glories of a Crown Praiſe is the greitett 
Encouragement we Camclions can pretend to or rather 
the Manna that keeps Soul and Body together; we de- 
vour it as if it were Angels Focd, ard vairly think we 
grow immortal. For my own Part, 1 acknowledge I 
never receiv'd a better Satisfaction from the Applauſe of 
an Audience, than | have from your fingie judgment. 
You gaze at Beauties, and wink at Blemiſhes; and do 
both fo gracefully, that the firit difcov: rs the Acuteneſs 
of your Judgment, the other the Excellency of your 
Nature. And | can aftim to your — there is 
nothing tranſports a Poct, next to Love, like com- 
mending in the right Place : Therefore, my Lord, this 
Play muſt be yours; ard 4/ xander, whom | have rais'd 
from the Dead, comes to you with the Aſſurance an- 
twerable to his Character, and your Virtue. You can- 
not expect him in his Majzſly of two thoutand Years 
ago; 1 have only put his Aſhes in an Un, which are 
now offer d with all Obtervance to your Lordſhip, by, 


My Loxn, 
I xr Lo: dhhit's 
M Humble, 
Oblized, and 


Deceted Servant. 


Nar. Lzx. 


agree mee þ 


Think the beſt Actions on By-ends are built. 


do many Candidates there ſtand for Wit, 
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Mr. L EE, on his Alexander, 


H E Blaſt of common Cenſure cou'd I fear, 
Before your Play my Name ſhou d not appear; 
For 'twill be thought, and with fame Colour too, 

I pa» the Bribe 1 frit receiv'd from you: 

That mutual Vouchers for our Fame we ſtand, 

Je play the Game into each other's Hand; 

And as cheap Pen'orths to ou ſelves afford, 
B., and the Brothers of the Sword. 

Such Libels private Men may well endure, 

When States and Kings themſelves are not ſecure: 
For ill Men, conſcious of their inward Guile, | 


And yet my iSlence had not 'ſcap'd their Spite, 
Then Envy had not ſufter'd me to write; 

or, ſince I cou'd not Ignorance pretend, 

Such Merit | muſt envy or commend 


A Place in Court is ſcarce fo hard to get; 

In vain they croud each other at the Door, 
For ev'n Reverſions are all begg'd before: 
Deſert, how known fo c'er, is long delay'd ; 
And then too Fools and Knaves are better pay'd. 
Yet, as ſome Actions bear fo great a Name, 
That Courts themſelves are juſt, for Fear of Shame; 
So has the mighty Merit of your Play 

Fxtorted Pruiſe, and forc'd itſelf a Way. 

Lis here, as tis at Sea; who fartheſt goes, 

Or dares the moſt, makes all the reſt his Foes z - 


Yep 


- 
* 
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Vet when ſome Virtue much out-grows the reſt, 
It ſhoots too faſt, and high to be expreſt ; 

As his Heroick Worth ſtruck Envy dumb, 

Who took the Dutchman, and who cut the Boom: 
Such Praiſe is yours, while you the Paſſions move, 
That tis no longer feign'd ; tis real Love, 
Where Nature triumphs over wretched Art ; 

We only warm the Head, but you the Heart 
Always you warm: And if the riſing Year, 

As in hot Regions, bring the Sun too near, 

"Tis but to make your fragrant Spices blow, 
Which in our cooler Climates will not grow: 

They only think you animate your Theme 

With too much Fire, who arc themfelves all Phlegm : 
Prizes wou'd be for Lags of ſloweſt Pace, 

Were Cripples made Judges of the Race. 
Deſpiſe thoſe Drones, who praiſe while they accuſe 
The too much Vigour of your youthful Muſe. 
That humble Stile which their Virtue make 
Is in your Pow'r ; you need but ſtoop ard take. 
Your beauteous Images muſt be allow'd 

By all, but ſome vile Poets of the Croud. 

But how'ſhou'd any Sign-poſt Danber know 

. The Worth of Titian, or of Angels ? 

Hard Features every Bungler can command ; 

To draw true Beauty ſhews a Maſter's Hand. 


Jon DavDEx. 


P R O- 


770M g ) Mm 


PR 0 LO G u E, 


ve », 


Written by Sir Car Scroop, Bart. 


H OW bard the Fate is of th 2 ſerithling Drudge, 
Ibo corites to «ll when yet fo fete can judge ! l 

t, like Religion, once Livine was tbeugit; 
ud the dad! Croud belieu'd as they <vere taught ; 
Now each Fanatic Fol preſumes t explain 
The Text, and dbes the * Writ prefane : 
For, chile your Il its each other's Fall purſue, 
The Fops uſury the Power belongs to yen. 
You think y are challeng'd in each New Play-Bill, . a 
And bers A come for Trial of your Skill ; : 
here Fencer like yen ene angther Furt, 
While with your Il cundi you make the Ralble Sport, 
Others there are that bate the brutal Will 
To murder a peor Play, but <vant the Skill. 
They love to fight, but ſeldem Fave the Wit 
To y the Place chere they may 11 and bit; 
And therefore, like ſeme Bully of tle Feen, 

Ver fand to draws, but Incck the Peet don, 
ib theſe, lle Fees in Garaens, it ſuceeees, 
T hey reot up all, and know net Fe:'rs from Weds, 
[As ter yeu, parks, that Fitler come each Fey, 
De aft yer cn, and not to mind cur Phy ;; 
Rel earſs yore ufurl Fellies to the Pit, 

And crith leid Yenſenſe, drown the Stave's Hit; 
Tele of yerw Chaths, year la? Pebanches tell, 

rd wwitiy Bavreains io each ofl er fell; 
Cn on the july Se, lo, for your Sake, 
Can Varity and Neiſe fer Love * 


5 T 
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Hie hopes to rout the mighty Hoſt of Fools. 


Mile green and ſur, like Treis wer bear them ll, 


10 p ROL O Gu E. 


Til the Coguet ſung in the next Lampoon 

IL by ber 2 ſent out of Town. 
For, in this duelling, int iguing Age, 

The Love en make is like the War you wage , 
Leere flill prevented cer jon come t image. 
But "tis not to fuch trifling Foes as you, 

The mighty Alexander deigns to ſue ; 

Ye Perſians of the Pit he does deſp . ſe, 

But to the Men of Senſe for Aid he flies ; 

On their experienc'd Army he now depends, 
Ner ftar: he Odds, i they but prove bis Friends : 
For as he once @ little Handful choſe, 

The numerous Armies of the World toppole, 
So back'd by you, who underfland the Rules, 


— They 
EPILOGUE. 


THATEER they mean, bt they to be curſt, 
Who this — Frs Hee 42 741 272 , y 

Who the beſt Play, for one poor Error blame, 
As Prieſts againſt our Ladies Arts declaim, 
And for one Patch bath Saul and B dy damn. 
But what d es more p ovoke the Ao s Rouge, 
(For we muſt ſbow the Grievance of the Stage) 
1s, that our W min which adorn each Play, 
Bred at our C ft, became at length yur Prey : 


But when they're mell au, flrait to you they ali: 
You watch em bare and ſquat, and lt em riff. 
But with the firſt yours Lirwn you ſnatch the Neſt. 
Pray leawe thoſe praching T. iche, if youu are wije, 
E'er wwe taten our Litter: of | ep 122, 
Fur wwe hav&ag1c'd ta in a Sert of T.ys » 
Known to black Fryars, a Tribe of chopping Bors; 
If once they come, they'll quickly ſpoil your Sport; 
There's not one Lady will receive yiur Court ; 1 
ut 


EPILOGUE. 11 


But for the Youth in Petticoats run wild, 

With Ob the archeft Wag, the feerteftl Child. 

The panting Breaft, white Hands, and Lilly Feet 

No more ſhall your pall'd Thoughts with P leaſure meet. 

The Woman in Boys Clothes, all Boy all be, 

And never raiſe y'ur Thoughts above the Knee. 

Well, if our Women knew how falſe you are, 

They aue d flay here, and this new Trouble ſpare : 

Poor Souls ! they think all Goſpel you relate, 

Charm'd with the Noiſe of ſettling an Eflate : 

But when at laſt your Appetites are full, 

And the tir d Cupid grows, with Aion, dull; 

You'll find ſome Trick to cut off the Emtail, 

> we ary 'em back to us all worn wow _ 1 

Per they'll find our Stage, while t , 

To Som wile — — 12 7 28 

Where, for the Sparks who once reſorted there, 

With their curd Wiegs that ſcented all the Air, 

They'll fee graue Blockbeads with ſhort greaſy Hair. 

Green- Aprons, Steephe-Hats, and Collar- Band.; 

Dull fnix ling Rogues, that ring, not clap their Hands ; 

Where, for gay Punks that drew the ſhining Croud, 

And Mifſes that in Kizards laugh'd aloud, 

They'll bear Sifters figh, ſee Matrons ld, 

ft, To their * Cheeks their pick! d Kercbers bold. 
Whoſe Zeal too might perſuade, in ſpite to you, 

Our flying Angels to augment their Crew ; 


Mile Farringdon their Hero firuts about em, 
And uc er a damning Critick dares to faut am. 
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 Dramatis Perſon. 


Alexander the Great, Mr. Hart. 
Clytus, Maſter of the Horſe, Mr. Mohan, 
Lyfimachus, Prince of the Blood, Mr. Grin. 
Hepbeſtion, Alexander's Favourite, Mr. Clark. 


Caſſander, Son of Aa- Mr. Kynaſfton. 
tipater, 

Polypercbon, Comman- Mr. Goodman, 
der of the Phalanx, þ Conſpirators, 

Phil p, Brother to M. Powel. 
Caſſander, | 

Thefſalus the Median, Mr. Wilfire. 

Perdiccas, } Mr. Lydall. 

Eumenes, | Great Commanders, Mr. Watfor. 

Meleager, Mr. Peri. 

Ariſtander, a Soothſayer. Mr. Cu. 


Syſgambis, Mother of the Royal Family, Mrs. Cary. 


Statira, Daughter of Darius, married | 
to Alexander, : 5 Mrs. Bawtel. 
Roxana, Daughter of Cohortanus, | 
Wife of — (Mr 5. Marſpall. 
Pariſatis, Siſter to Statire, in Love ö : 
with Ly/machus. Mrs. Baker. 


Attendants, Slaves, Ghoft, Dancers, Guarc . 
Sc EN E, Batylon. 


CO IE Sou Dok o 


THE 


RIVAL QUEENS; 


O R, 
ALEXANDER the Gzxear. 


| ACT 
* — — 2 fehting ; Clytus 


Wag 1 ha 
Then, Hai 
. 


5 The have his Sword. 
| Ly. 1 ave bis Sword, = 
4 Muſt not, old Chrtus ? 

Mad Lyfmachus, you muſt not. 

. Coward Fleſh ! 0 feeble Arm! 
He lied with my Point, and when I thruſt, 
He frown'd and md. and foil'd me like a Fencer. 
O Reverend Chtus; Father of the War; 
Moſt famous Guard of Alexanders Life, 
Take Pity on my Youth, and lend a Sword : 
Lyfimachus is brave, and 'will but ſcorn me ; 
* me, or let me fight with him again, | 

There, take thy Sword, and ſi ice thou art reſoly'd 

For ; th, thou haſt he nobleſt — my Hand. 
Cc. Sta thee, Lyfemachus 3 Hepheſtion, * 
1 * ou 4 my ph in s'd. 
ms {os which to ſtrike, 


* 
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By Fove, ye ve ſtir'd the old Man; that raſh Arm 
That firſt advances, moves againſt the Gods, 
Againſt the Wrath of Chrur, and the Will 
Of our great King, whoſe Deputy I ſtand. 

Ly/. Well, I ſhall take another Time. 

Heph. And l. 

Cay. Tis falſe. 


Another Time! what Time? What fooliſh Hour? 


No Time fhall ſee a brave Man do amiſs. 


And what's the noble Cauſe that makes this Madneſs ? 


What big Ambition blows this dangerous Fire ? 
A Cupid's Puff is it not, Woman's Breath? 
By all your Triumphs in the Heat of Youth, 


When Towns were ſack'd, and Beauties proſtrate lay, 
When my Blood boil'd, and Nature work'd me high, 


Clytus ne er bow'd his Body to ſuch dhame; 


The Brave will ſcorn the Cobweb Arts —— The Souls 


Of all that whining. ſmiling, coz'ning Sex, 
Weigh not one Thought of any Man of War. 
Ly/. I confeſs our Vengeance was ill-tim'd, 


Cy. Death! I had rather this Right-arm were loſt, 


To which I owe my Glory, than our King 


Should know your Fault—what, on this famous Day 


Heph, I was to blame. 

Ch. This memorable Day, | 
When our hot Mafter, that would tire the World 
Outride the lab'ring Sun, and tread the Stars, 
When he inclin'd to reſt, comes peaceful on, 


Liſt'ning to Songs: While all his Trumpets ſleep, 


And plays with Monarchs whom he us'd to drive, 
Shall we begin Diſorders, make new Broils ? 
We, that have Temper learnt, fhall we awake 
Huſh'd Mars, the Lion, that had left to roar. 
Ly/. Tis true, old Chtzs is an Oracle. ; 
Put up, Hepbeſtion Did not Paſſion blind 
My Reaſon, I on ſuch Occaſion too, 
Could thus have urg'd. 
Heph. Why is it then we 'ove ? 
Cly. Becauſe unman'd. _— | 
Why is not Alexander grown Example? 
O that a Face ſhou'd thus betwitch a Soul, 
Aad ruin all that's right and reaſonable ! 


Talk 


Cupid 
Two 
The C 
Wher 

Je; 

Cy. 
You a 
Who 
Read 
Now 


Cf <4, a | 


ALEXANDER the GREAT. 15 


Talk be my Bane, yet the old Man muſt talk: 
Not ſo he lov'd when he at fas fought, 
And join'd in mighty Duel great Darius ; 
Whom from his Chariot, flaming all with Gems 
He hurl'd to Earth, and cruſh'd th' Imperial Crown; 
Nor cou'd the Gods defend their Images, | 
Which with the gaudy Coach lay overturn'd : 
'Twas not the Shaft of Love that did the Feat; 
Cupid had nothing there to do, but now 
Two Wives he takes, two Rival Queens diſturb 
The Court ; and while each Hand does Beauty hold, 
Where is there Room for Glory? 
Heph. In his Heart. . 
Cy. Well ſaid, 
You are his Favourite, and I had forgot 
Who I was talking to. See Syſgambis comes 
Reading a Letter to your Princeſs ; go, 
Now make your Claim, while I attend the King. [ Exit, 
Enter Syſigambis, Pariſatis. 

Par. Did not you love my Father ? Yes, I ſee 
You did, his very Name but mention'd, brings 
The Tears, howe'er unwilling, to your Eyes. 

I lov'd him too, he would not thus have forc'd 
My trembling Heart, which your Commands may break, 
But never bend. 
Sy/. Forbear thy loſt Complaints, 
Urge not a Suit which I can never grant, 
Bchold the Royal Signet of che King, 
1 aerefore reſolve to be Hepheſtiin's Wile. 
Par. No, ſince L1femachus has won my Heart, 
My Body ſhall be Aſhes, e'er another's. 

Sy. For fixty rolling Years, who ever ſtood 
The Shock of State ſo unconcern'd as I ? 

This whom I thought to govern being young, 
Heav'n as a Plague to Powers has render'd ſtrong; 
Judge my Diſtreſſes, and my Temper prize; 

Who, tho' unfortunate, wou'd ſtill be wiſe. 

Ly/. To let you know that Miſery doth ſway [ Both 
An humbler Fate than yc urs, ſee at your Feet [#»ec/. 
The loſt Lyſimachus: O mighty Queen, 

I have but this to beg; impartial ſtand; 
And ſince Hep5eſtion 2 by your Permiſſion, 
B 2 


Diſdain 
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Diſdain not me, who aſk your Royal Leave 
To caſt a throbbing Heart before her Feet. 

Heph. A Blefling like Poſſeſſion of the Princeſs, 
No Services, not Crowns, nor all the Blood 
That circles in our Bodies can deſerve : 
Therefore I take all Helps, much more the King's 
And what:your Majeſty vouchſaf d to give, 
Your Word is paſt, where all my Hopes muſt hang. 

Ly/. There 1 too— all Words want Senſe in Love; 
But Love and I bring ſuch a perfect Paſſion, 
So nobly pure, tis worthy of her Eyes, 
Which without bluſhing ſhe may juſtly prize. 

H-ph. Such Arrogance ſhould nr woo, 
Wou d loſe him all the Conqueſts he has won. 

Ly/ Let not a Conqueſt once be nam'd by you, 
Who this Diſpute muſt to my Mercy owe. 

8 Rite brave Lyſmachus, Hephoſtion riſe: 
Tie true, Hepheſtion firſt declar'd his Love; 
And *tis as true, I promis'd him my Aid. 
Your glorious King turn'd mighty Advocate : 
How noble therefore were the Victory, 
If we cou'd vanquiſh this diſorder'd Love ? 

Heph. Twill never be. 

Ly/. No, I will yet love on, 
And hear from Alexander's Mouth, in what 
Hepheftion merits more than I. 

/. I grieve, 
And fear the Boldneſs which your Love inſpires : 
But leſt her Sight ſhould haſte your Enterprize, 
Tis juſt I take the Object from your Eyes. 

[ Exeunt. Sy. Par. 

Ly/. She's gone, and ſee the Day, as if her Look 
Had kindled it, is loſt, now ſhe is vaniſh'd. 

Heph. A ſudden Gloomineſs and Horror comes 
About me. 

J Let's away to meet the King, 
You know my Suit. 

Heph. Yonder Caſſander comes, 
He may inform us. 

Ly/. No, I wou'd avoid him; ; 
There's ſomething in that buſy Face of his, 
That ſhocks my Nature. 

Heh. 
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Heph. Where, and what you pleaſe. [ E xeunt, 
Enter Callander, 
Caf. The Morning riſes black, the low'ring Sun, 
As if the dreadful Bus'neſs he foreknew, 
Drives heavily his ſable Chariot on : 
The Face of Day now bluſhes ſcarlet deep, 
As if it fear'd the Stroke which I intend, 
Like that of Jupiter Lightning and Thunder! 
The Lords above are angry, and talk big, 
Or rather walk the mighty Cirque like Mourners, 
Clad in long Clouds, Ge Robes of thickeſt Night, 
And ſeem to groan for Alexander's Fall; 
Lis as Caſſander's Soul could wiſh it were, 
Which whenſoe'er it flies at lofty Miſchief, 
Wou'd ſtartle Fate, and make all Heav'n concern'd. 
A mad Chaldean in the Dead of Night 
Came to my Bed- ſide with a flaming Torch; 
And bellowing o'er me like a Spirit damn'd,. 
He cry'd, Well had it been for Babylon, 
If curs'd Caſſander never had been born, 
Enter Theſſalus, Philip, wich Letters. 
De. My Lord Cafſander. 
Caf}. Ha ! who's there? 
Phil. Your Friends, 
Caf. Welcome dear Theſſalus and Brother Philip. 
Papers —— with what Contents? 
Phil. from Macedon. 
A truſty Slave arriv'd —— great Antipater 
Writes that your Mother labour'd with you long, 
Your Birth was flow, and flow is all your Life. 
Caſſ. He writes, diſpatch the King—Craterus comes, 
4 Who in my Room muſt govern Macedon ; 
Let him not live a Day——he dies To-night ; 
And thus my Father but foreſtals my Purpole : 
Why am I flow then? If I rode on Thunder, 
I muſt a Moment have to fall from Heaven, 
E'er | could blaſt the Growth of this Claus. 
Mm The haughty Pohprrchon comes this Way, 
A Male-content, on whom I lately wrought, 
That for a ſlight Aﬀront, at Su/a 7 og 
Bears Alexander moſt pernicious Hate. Ns 
Caſſ..S9 when I mock'd the Perfians that ador'd him, 
UNVERSTY | B 3 He 
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He ſtruck me in the Face, and by the Hair 
He ſwung me to his Guards to be chaſtis d; 
For which, and for my Father's weighty Cauſe, 
When I abandon'd what I have reſolv'd, 
May I again be beaten like a Slave. 
But lo, where Polhperchan comes, now fire him 
With ſuch Complaints, that he may ſhoot to Ruin; 
| Enter Polyperchon. 
Pol. Sure I have found thoſe Friends dare ſecond me: 
I hear freſh Murmurs as I paſs along: 
Yet rather than put up I'll do't alone. 
Did not Pau/anias, a Youth, a Stripling, 
A beardleſs Boy, ſwell'd with inglorious Wrong, 
For a leſs Cauſe his Father Phils kill ? 
Peace then, full Heart! move like a Cloud about, 
And when Time ripens thee to break, O ſhed 
The Stock of all thy Poiſon en his Head. 
Caſ7. All Nations bow their Heads with Homage down, 
And kiſs the Feet of this exalted Man : 
The Name, the Shout, the Blaſt from every Mouth, 
Is Alexander ; Alexander burſts 
Your Cheeks, and with a Crack fo loud 
It drowns the Voice of Heaven; like Dogs ye fawn, 
'The Earth's Commanders fawn, and follow him ; 
Mankind ftarts up to hear his Blaſphemy : 
And if th's Hunter of this barbarous World 
But wind himſelf a God, you echo him 
With univerſal Cry. 
P:1. I echo him? 
1 fawn, or fall like a far Eaſtern Slave, 
And lick his Feet? Boys hoot me from the Palace, 
To haunt ſome Cloiſter with my ſenſeleſs Walk, 
When thus the noble Soul of Po/perchon 
Lets go the Aim of all his Actions, Honour, 
77% The King |! all flay me, cut me up alive, 
Ply me with Fire and Scourges, rack me worſe 
Than once he did Philotas, e er I bow. 
LCurſe on thy Tongue for mentioning Philetas : 
I had rather thou hadſt A, ander been: 
And to my Soul's Confuſion rais'd up Hell, 
With all the Furies brooding upon Horrors, 
Than brought Pbilata: Murder to , 


vn, 


fas: 
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pP, I ſaw him rack'd, a Sight ſo diſmal fad 
My Eyes did ne'er behold. 
Caf. So diſmal ! Peace, 
It is unutterable ; let me ſtand, 
And think upon the Tragedy you ſaw ; 
By Mars it comes, ay, now the Rack's ſet forth, 
Bloody Craterus, his inveterate Foe, 
With pitileſs Hepheftion — by : 
Philetas, like an Angel ſeiz'd by Fiends, 
Is ftraight diirob'd, a Napkin ties his Head, 
His warlike Arms with ſhametul Cords are bound, 
And every Slave can now the Valiant waund. 
Pol. Now, by the Soul of royal Philip fled, 
I dare pronounce young Ae vun, who 
Wou'd be a God, is cruei as a Devil. 
Ca. Oh, Palyperchon, Philip. Tbeſſulus, 
Did not your Eyes rain Blood? Vour Spirits burſt, 
To ſce your noble Fellow-Soldier burn, 
Yet without trembling, or a Tear, endure 
The Torments of the Damn'd ? O Barbarian, 
Cou'd you ſtand by, and yet refute to ſuffer ? 
Ye ſaw him bruis'd, torn, to the Bones made bare 
His Veins wide lanc'd, and the poor quivering Fleſh 
With Pincers from his manly Boſom ript, 
Till ye diſcover'd the great Heart lie panting. 
Pul Why kill'd we not the King, to ſave Philotas ? 
Caſſ. Aſſes! Fools! but Aſſes will bray, and Fools be 
Why ſtood ye then likeStatues ? there's the Caſe, (angry. 
The Horror of the Sight had turn'd ye Marble. 
So the pale Trojan; from their weeping Walls 
Saw the dear Body of the godlike Hector, 
Bloody and ſoil'd, dragg'd on the famous Ground, 
Yet ſenſeleſs ſtood, nor with drawn M eapons ran, 
To ſave the great Remains of that prodigious Man, 
Ph:l. Wretched Ph bloody Alexander 
The Soon after him the great Parmemo fell, 
Stabb'd in his Orchard by the lyrant's Doom. 
But where's the need to mention publ:ck Loſs, 
When each receives particular Diſgrace ? 
Pol. Late I remember to a Banquet call'd, 
After Aci le: Goblet ſwift had gone 


The giddy Round, and Wine had made me bold 
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Stirring the Spirits up to talk with Kings, q 
I ſaw Craterus with Hephe/tion enter 
In Pe ian Robes ; to 4/exander's Health 
They largely drank ; then turning Eaſtward fell 
Flat on the Pavement, and ador d the Sun. 
Straight to the King they ſacred Reverence gave 
With ſolemn Words, O Son of thund'ring Fove, 
Young Ammon, live for ever; then kiſs'd the Ground, 
I laugh'd aloud, and ſcoffing, aſk'd em why 
They kiſs'd no harder; — but the King leapt up, 
And ſpurn'd me to the Earth with this Reply : 
Do thou—whilit with his Foot he preſt my Neck, 
Till from my Ears, my Noſe, and Mouth, the Blood 
Guſh'd forth, and I lay foaming on the Earth, 
For which I wiſh this Dagger in his Heart. 

Caſſ. There ſpoke the Spirit of Califthenes ; 
Remember he's a Man, his Fleſh as ſoft 
And penetrable as a Girl's : We have ſeen him wounded, 
A Stone has ſtruck him, yet no Thunderbolt : 
A Pebble fell'd this Jupiter along: 
A Sword has cut him, a Javelin pierc'd him, 
Water will drown him, Fire burn him, 
A Surfeit, nay, a Fit of common Sickneſs, 
Brings this Immortal to the Gate of Death. 

Pol. Why ſhou'd we more delay the glorious Buſineſs? 
Are your Hearts firm ? 

Phil. Hell cannot be more bent 
To any Ruin, than I to the King's. 


14 And I. | 
Pol. Behold my Hand ; and, if you doubt my Truth, 
| Tear up my Breaſt, and lay my Heart upon it. 
1.8 Caf]. Join then, O worthy, hearty noble Hands, 
a Fit Inſtruments for ſuch majeſtick Souls; 
Wi Remember Hermeol/aus, and be huſh'd. 
. Pol. Still as the Boſom of the deſart Night, 
1 As fatal Planets, or deep plotting Friends. 
3 Caſſ. Lo- day he comes from Babylon to Suſa 
I With proud Koxana. 
4 h ! who's that ? look here. 
'er the Ghaſt of King Philip, ſhaking a Truncheon at 
'em, walks over the Stage. 
7. Now by the Gods, or Furies, which I ne'er. 
Believ'd, 


nded, 


n That all the Labours of the Deep were ſeen, 
= And Alexander ſtood on th' other Side, 


B Great S1/(igambis wept, but the young Queen 


| For when the firſt Guſt of her Grief was paſt, 
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Believ'd, — there's one of them arriv'd to ſhake us. 
What art thou ? glaring Thing, ſpeak : What, the Spirit 
Of our King Philip, or of Polyphemus ? 
Nay, hurl thy Truncheon, ſecond it with Thunder; 
We will abide — Thefalus, ſaw you nothing? 
7 . Yes, and am more amaz'd than you can be. 
Phil. "Tis ſaid that many Prodigies were ſeen 


f This Morn, but none ſo horrible as this. [wide, 


P. What can you fear? tho' the Earth yawn'd ſo 


I'd leap the burniag Ditch to give him Death, 
Or fins myſelf for ever: Pray to the Buſineſs. 
CV As was ſay ing, this Roxane, whom 
To aggravate my Hate to him, I love, 
Mccting him as he came triumphant from 
't he [ndirs, kept him revelling at S; 
But, as I found, a deep Repentance fince 
Jurns his Aﬀections to the Queen FSeatira, 
To whom he {woxe (before he cou'd eſpouſe her) 
hat he wou'd never bed Roxana more. 
Pol. How did the Pe ian Queen receive the News 
Of his Revolt ? 
The. With Grief incredible! 


Fell dead among her Maids ; 
Nor cou'd t eir Care, 
With richeſt Cordials, for an Hour or more, 
Recover Life. 
Caf. Knowing how much ſhe lov'd, 
J hop'd to turn her all into Medea; 


TI enter'd, and with Breath prepar'd, did blow 

The dying Sparks into a tow'ring Flame, 

Deſcribing the new Love he bears Roxana, 
Conceiving, not unlikely, that the Line 

Of dead Darin in her Cauſe might riſe. 

Is any Panther's, Lioneſs's Rage 

So furious, any Torrent's Fall ſo ſwift, 

As a wrong'd Woman's Hate? Thus far it helps 
To give him Troubles; which perhaps may end him, 
And ſet the Court in univerſal Uproar. 
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But ſee, it ripens more than I expected, 
The Scene works up, kill him, or kill thyſelf; 
So there be Miſchicf any Way, tis wel“; 
Now change the Vizor, every one diſperſe, 
4 And with a Face of Friendſhip meet the King [Ext. 
* Enter Syſigambis, Statira, Pariſatis, Attendants. 
© Stat. Give me a Knife, a Draught of Poiſon, Flames ; 
- BY Swell Heart, break, break, thou ttubborn Thing ; 
& |! Now, by the ſacred Fire, I'll not be held; 
* M hy do ye with me Life, yet ſtifle me 


For Want of Air? Fray give me Leave to walk. 
1 Sy. IS there no Reverence to my Perſon due ? 
15 Darius wou'd have heard me: Truſt not Rumour. 
i Stat No, he hates, 


He loathes the Beauties which he has enjoy 'd. 
O, he is falſe, that great, that glorious Man, 


* Is Tyrant midſt of his triumphant Spoils, 4 
is Is bravely falſe, to all the Gods forſworn : N 
1 | Yet who wou'd think it? No. it cannot be, 


* It cannot — What, that dear proteſting Man! > 
Wes He that has warm'd my Feet with thouſand Sighs, bk 
458 Then cool'd em with his Tears, dy'd on my Knces, 
Outwept the Morning with his dewy Eyes, 
And groan'd, and ſwore the wand'ring Stars away. 
S/. No, 'tis impoſſible, beljeve thy Mother, 
That knows him well. 
Stat. Away, and let me die: 
O, 'tis my Fondneſs, and my eaſy Nature 
28 That would excuſe him; but I know he's falſe. 
- = "Tis now the common Talk, the News of the World, 
5 Falſe to Szatira, falſe to her that lov'd him; 
That lov'd him, cruel Victor as he was, 4 
And took him, bath'd all o'er in Perfian Blood; 4 
Kiſs'd the dear cruel Wounds, and waſh'd em o'er 
And o'er in Tears — then bound 'em with my Hair, 
a Laid him all Night upon my panting Boſom, 
0 Lull'd like a Child, and huſh d him with my Songs. 
h Par. If this be true, ab, who will ever truſt 
A Man again ? . 
Stat. A Man! a Man! my Pariſatis; 
Thus with thy Hand held 6 
By the eternal Body of the Sun, . 


e 


1 44. 


= What deſperate Love enforces you to ſwear, 
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Whoſe Body, O forgive the Blaſphemy, 

J lov'd not half ſo well as the leaſt Part 

Of my dear, precious, faichleſs 4/:xandey ; 

For I will tell thee, and to warn thee of him, 

Not the Spring's Mouth, nor Breath of Jeſſamin, 

Nor Violets Infant Sweets, nor opening Buds, 

Are half ſo ſweet as Alexander's Breait ; 

From every Pore of him a Perfume falls, 

He kiſſes ſofter than a Southern Wind, 

Curls like a Vine, and touches like a God. [ceaſe? 
Sy/. When will thy Spirits reſt, theſe Tranſports 
Stat. Will you not give me Leave to warn my Siſter ? 

As I was ſaying— but I told his Sweetneſs, 

Then he will talk, good Gods, how he will talk! 

Even when the Joy he ſigh'd for is poſſeſs d. 

He ſpeaks the kindeſt Words, and looks ſuch Things, 

Vows with ſo much Paſſion, ſwears with ſo much Grace, 

That 'tis a Kind of Heav'n to be deluded by him, 
Par. But what was it that you would have me ſwear ? 
Stat. Alas, I had forgot. Let me walk by, 

And weep a while, and I ſhall ſoon remember. 

S. Have Patience, Child, and give her Liberty! 
Paſſions, like Seas, will have their Ebbs and Flows ; 
Yet while I ſee her thus, not all the Loſſes 
We have receiv'd fince Alexander's Conqueſt, 

Can touch my harden'd Soul, her Sorrow reigns 

Too fully there. 

Par. But what if ſhe ſhould kill herſelf ? 

Stat. Roxana then enjoys my perjur'd Love: 
Roxana claſps my Monarch in her Arms; 

Dotes on my Conqueror, my dear Lord, my King ; 

Devours his Lips, eats him with hungry Kiſſes: 

She (Fraſps him all, ſhe, the curs'd happy ſhe. 

By Heav'n I cannot bear it, tis too much; 

III die, or rid me of the burning Torture. 

I will have Remedy, I will, I will, 

Or go diſtrafted ; Matineſs may throw of 

The mighty Load, and drown the flaming Paſſion. 

Madam, draw near, with all that are in Preſence, 

And liſten to the Vow which here I make. 

Sy/. Take Heed, my dear Statira, and c 


onſjider, 


Stat. 


—— — 
— Mn ae res ˖ —— — 
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Stat. Pardon me, for I have conſider'd well; 

And here I bid adieu to all Mankind. 

Farewell ye Coz'ners of the eaſy Sex, 

And thou the greateſt, falſeſt Alexander; 

Farewel thou molt Belov'd, thou faithleſs Dear; 

If I but mention him, the Tears will fall ; 

Sure there 1s not a Letter in his Name, 

But is a Charm to melt a Woman's Eyes. 

S/. Clear up thy Griefs ; thy King, thy Alexander, 

Comes on to Babylon. 

Stat, Why, let him come, 

Joy of all Eyes but the forlorn Statira's. 

S/ Wilt thou not ſee him? 
Stat. By Heaven I never will, 

This is my Vow, my ſacred Reſolution ; [ Knees, 

And when I break it 
Sy. Ah do not ruin all. 

Stat. May I again be flatter'd and deluded, 

May ſudden Death and horrid come, inſtead 

Of what I wiſh'd, and take me unprepar'd. 

9 /. Still kneel, and with the ſame Breath call again 

The woful Imprecation thou haſt made. : 

Hat. No, I will publiſh it thro” all the Court, 

Then in the Bowers of great Semiramis 

For ever lock my Woes from human View. 
Sy/. Yet be perſuaded. 

Stat. Never urge me more ; 

Left, driv'n to Rage, I ſhould my Life abhor, 

And in your Preſence put an End to all 

The faſt Calamities that round me fall. 

Par. O angry Heav'n, what have the Guiltleſs done? 

And where ſhall wretched Pari/atis run? 

S/ Captives in War, our Bodies we reſign'd; 
But now made free, Love does our Spirits bind. 
Stat. When to my purpos'd Loneneſs I retire, 

Your Sight I thro” the Grates ſhall oft defire, 

And after Al-xander's Health enquire, 

And if this Paſſion cannut be remov'd, 

Aſk how my Reſolution he approv'd, 

How much he loves, how much he is belov'd ? 

Then when I hear that all Things pleaſe him well, 


Thank the good Gods, and hide mg in my . 2 


* 


His 
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Noiſ of Trumpets ſounding far off. 


The SCENE draus, and diſcovers a Battle of 
Crows and Ravens in the Air ; an Eagle and a 
Dragon meet and fight ; the Eagle drops down, with 
all the reſt of the Birds, and the Dragon flies away. 
Soldiers walk o, ſhaking their Heads, The Con- | 
ſpirators come forward. | 


Caf. E comes, the fatal Glory of the 
: | World, 
H The headlong Alexander, with a | 
Guard 
Of thronging Crowds, comes on to | 
Babylon, 


Tho warn'd, in Spite of all the Powers above, 
Who by theſe Prodigies foretel his Ruin. 

Pol. Why all this Noiſe becauſe a King mutt die ? 

Or dees Heav'n fear becauſe he ſway'd the Earth, 
His Ghoſt will war with the high Thunderer ? 
Curſc on the babbling Fates, that cannot ſes 

A great Man tumble, but they mult be talking. 

Ca he Spirit of King Philip, in thoſe Arms 
We {xy him wear, paſs'd groaning thro” the Court, 
His d:eadful Eye-balls roll'd their Horror upwards ; 
He way'd his Arms, and ſhook his wond'rous Head. 
I've heard tnat at the Crowing of the Cock 
Lions 3 and Goblins ſteal away; 

But this Hajeſtick Air ſtalks ſtedfaſt on, 
Spite of the Morn that calls him from the Eaſt, 
Nor minds the op'ning of the Iv'ry Door. 

Phil. Tis certain, there was never Day like this. 

Caſſ. Late as I muſing walk'd behind the Palace, + 
I met a monftrougChild, that with his Hands 
Held to his Face, which ſeem'd all over Eyes, 
A Silver Bowl, and wept-it full of Blood: 

: C But 


26 The Rival Queens; or, 


But having ſpy'd me, like a Cockatrice, 

He glar'd awhile; then with a Shriek fo ſhrill 

As all the Winds had whiſtled from his Mouth, 

He daſh'd me with the Gore he held, and vaniſu d. 
Pol. That which befel me, tho' twas horrid, yet 

When I conlider, it appears ridiculous : 

For as I paſs'd thro' a bye vacant Place, 


I met two Women, very old and ugly, [Breaſts, 


That wrung their Hands, and houl'd, and beat their 


And cry'd out, Poifon : When I aſk'd the Cauſe, 
They took me by the Ears, and with firange Force 
Held me to the Earth, then laugh'd and diſappear'd. 
Caſfſ. O how I love Deſtruction with a Method 
Which none diſcern, but thoſe that weave the Plot; 
Like Silk worms we are hid in our own Web, 
But we ſhall burſt at laſt thro' all the Strings; 
And, when Time calls, come forth in a new Form, 
Not Inſects to be trod, but Dragons wing'd. 
Thefſ. The Face of all the Court is ſtrangely alter'd: 
There's not a Perflan I can meet, but ſtares 
As it he were diſtracted. Oxyartes, 
Statira's Uncle, openly declaim'd 
Againſt the Perjury of Alexander. 
Phil. Others, more fearful, are remov'd to Saſa, 
Dreading Roxane's Rage, who comes i'th' Rear 
To Babylm. 
Ca It glads my riſing Soul 
That we ſhall ſee him 'd before he dies : 
I know he loves S:atira more than Life, 
And on a Croud of Kings in Triumph borne 
Comes big with Expectation, to enjoy her. 
But when he hears the Oaths which ſhe has ta'en, 
Her laſt adieu made publick to the World, 
Her vow'd Divorce, how wil! Remorſe conſume him ; 
Prey, like the Bird of Hell, upon his Liver? 
Pol. To baulk his Longing, and dclude his Luft, 
Is more than Death; tis Earneſt for Damnation. 
Ca Then comes Roxana, who muſt help our Party; 
I know her jealous, bloody, and ambitious. 
Sure 'twas the Likeneſs of her Heart to mine, 
And Sympathy of Natures caus'd me love her : 
Tis fix d, I muſt enjoy her, and no Way 


80 proper as to make her guilty firſt. Pol, 
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P:]. To ſee two Rival Queens of different Humours, 
With a Variety of Torments vex him 
Enter Lyſimachus, Hepheſtion. 
Ca//. Of that anon: But ſee L;fimachus, 
And the young Favourite. Sort, fort yourſelves, J 
And like to other mercenary Souls 
Adore this mortal God that ſoon muſt bleed. | 
Ly/. Here I will wait the King's Approach, and 
His umoſt Anger, if he do me Wro:g, Lund 
H pb. That cannot be, from Fower ſo abſolute 
And high as his. 
LI Well. you and I have done. 
Pol. How the Court thickens ! [Trumpet found, 
Ca/. Nothing to what it will — Does he not come 
To hear a thoutand thouſand Embaſſies, 
Which from all Parts to Beh are brought; 
As if the Parliament of the World 
Had met, and he came on a God to give 
The infinite Aſſembly glorious Audience. 
Enter Clytus, Ariilander, in his Robes, with a Wand. 
A jt. Haſte, reverend Chu, haſte, and ſtop the King. 
Cly. He is already enter d: Then the Preſs 
Ot Princes that attend ſo thick about him | 
Keep all, that would approach, at certain Diſtance. 
Ariſt. FRY he were hem'd with. Deities, I'd ſpeala 1 
to hm, | 
And turn him back from this Highway to Death. j 
Cy. Here place yourſelf within this Trumpet's Sound, 1 
Lo. the Chaldean Prieſts appear; behold 
The ſacred Fire, Nearchu and Eumenes 
Wich their white Wands, and dreſs d in Eaſtern Robes, 
To ſooth the King, who loves the Perfian Mode : 
But ſee the Maſter of the World appears. 
Enter ger yu ba all kneel but Clytus. 
Hepb. O Son of Jupiter, live for ever. 
Alex. Riſe all; and thou, my ſecond ſelf, my Love, 
O my Hepbeſtian, raiſe thee from the Earth . 


Up to my Breaſt, and hide thee in my Heart. ; 
Art thou grown cold? Why hang thine Arms at Diſ- 
Hug me, or by Heay'n thou lov'ſt me not. [ tance ? 
Heph. Not love, my Lord ! break not the Heart you 
And moulded up to {ach an Excellence! {[fram'd, 
C2 Then 


28 TheRivatQuEtns; ov, 
Then ſlampt on it your own immortal Image. 


Not love the King! Such is not Woman's Love; 
So fend a Friendſhip, ſuch a facred Flame, 
As 1 muſt doubt to find in Breafts above. [ Wars, 


A'ex. Thou doſt, thou lov'ſt me. Crown of all my 

T hou dearer to me than my Groves of Laurel: 

I know thon lov'ſt thy Alexander more 

Tian Ch u« does the King. No Tears, Hephe/tion ; 

] read thy Paſſion in thy manly Eyes, 

And glory in thoſe Planets of my life, 

Above the rival Lights that ſhine in Heaven. 

Lz/. | ſee that Death muſt wait me, yet I'll on. 
Alex. I'll t Il thee, i riend, and mark it, all ye 

Tho” never mortal Man arriv'd to fuch [Princes, 

A Height as I; yet I would forfeit all, 

Caſt all my Purples. ard my conquer'd Crowns, 

And die, to tave this Darling of my Soul 

Give me thy Hand, ſtare all my Scepters while 

I hive, ard «ben my Hour of ate is come, 

1] Lave thee, what thou merit & more than I, the World. 
Li Dread Sr, I caſt me at your Royal eet. 
Alex. What my Lyfimachus, whoſe Veins are rich 

With our illuſtrious Blood? My. Kinſman, riſe : 

Is not that Clytus ? 

Cly Your old faithful Soldier 
Al-x Come to my Hands, thus double arm the King: 

And now methinks I ſtand like the dread God, 

Who while his Prieſts and I quaff d ſacred Blood, 

Acknowledg'd me his Son. My Lightning thou ; 

And thou, my mighty Thunder — I have * 

Thy glittering Sword out fly celeſtial Fire: 

And when 1 cry'd, be gone and execute, 

I've ſeen him run ſwifter than ftarting Hinds, 

Nor bent the tender Graſs beneath his Feet ; 

Swifter than Shadows fleeting o'er the Fields ; 

Nay, even the Winds, with all their Stock of Wings, 

Have puff'd behind, as wanting Breath to reach him. 
Ly/. But if your Majeſty 
Cly. Who would not loſe 

The laſt dear Drop of Blood for ſuch a King? 

Alex. Witneſs, my elder Brothers of the Sky, 
How mu ch llove a Soldier — O my Ct, 
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Was it not when we paſs'd the Granicus, 

Thou did'ſt preſerve me from un Force ? 

It was then when Spithridates and Race: 

Fell both upon me with two dreadful Strokes, 

And clove my temper'd Helmet quite in ſunder, 

X Then I remember, then thou didſt me Service; 

I think my Thunder ſplit them to the Navel. 

Cy. To your great ſelf you owe that Victory, 

And ſure your Arms did never gain a nobler. 

Alex, By Heav'n, they never did, for well thou 

know'ſt, 

And I am prouder to have paſs'd that Stream, 

Than that I drove a Million o'er the Plain : 

Can none remember; Yes, | know all muſt, 

When Glory, like the dazzling Eagle, ſtood 

Perch'd on my Bever in the Granick Flood ; 

When Fortune's ſelf my Standard trembling bore, 

And the pale Fates ſtood frighted on the Shore”; 

When the Immortals on the Billows rode, 

And I myſelf appear'd the leading God. 
Avi. But all the Honours which your Youth has 

Are loſt, unleſs you fly from Babylon : [won 

Haſte with your Chiefs, to Sz/@ take your Way, 

Fly for your Life, deſtructive is your Stay. 

This Morning 4 view'd the angry Sky, 
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And mark'd the Prodigies that threaten'd high, 
To our bright God I did for Succour fly. 
But oh — — | 

Alex. What Fears thy reverend Boſom ſhake ? 
Or doſt thou from ſome Dream of Horror wake ? 
Il fo, come graſp me with thy ſhaking Hand, 

Or fall behind, while I the Danger ſtand. 
Arif. To Oro/mades' Cave I did repair, 
Where I atton'd the dreadful God with Prayer: 
But as I pray'd, I heard long Groans within, 
And Shricks, as of the Damn'd that houl for Sin: 
I knew the Omen, and I fear'd to ſtay, 

But proſtrate on the trembling Pavement lay. 
When he bodes Happineſs. he anſwers mild; 
vas fo of old, and the great Image fmil'd : 
But now in abrept Thunder he reply'd, 
Loud as rent Rocks, or Toaring Seas, he cry'd, 

C3 Al 
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All Empires, Crowns, Glory of Babylon, 
Whoſe Head ſtands wrapt in Clouds, muſt tumble down, 

Alex. If Babylon muſt fall, what is't to me? 

Or can I help immutable Decree ? 
Down then, vaſt Frame, with all thy lofty Towers, 
Since 'tis ſo order'd by Almighty Powers: 
Preſs'd by the Fates, unlooſe your golden Bars, 
*Tis great to fall the Envy of the Stars. 

Enter Perdiccas, Meleager, 

Mel. O Horror! 

Perd. Dire Portents ! 

7 —4 Out with — then; * JED 
hat, are ye Ghoſts, ye em a en ? 

If fo, the Mytteries of Hell — 

Be all the Scrolls of Deſtiny unroll'd, 

Open the brazen Leaves, and let it come; 

Point with a Thunder-bolt your Monarch's Doom. 

Perd As Meleager and myſelf in Field, 

Your Per ian Horſe about the Army wheel'd ; 

We head a Noiſe as of a ruſhing Wind, 

And a thick Storm the Eye of Day did blind : 

A croaking Noiſe reſounded thro” the Air, 

We look'd, and ſaw big Ravens battling there ; 
Each Bird of Night appear'd himſelf a Cloud, [ Blood. 
They met and fought, and their Wounds rain'd black 

Mel. All, as for Honour, did their Lives expoſe ; 
Their Talons claſh'd, and Beaks gave mighty Blows, 
Whilſt dreadful Sounds did our ſcar'd Senſe aſſail, 

As of ſmall Thunder, or huge Scythian Hail. 

Perd. Our Augurs ſhook, when with a horrid Groan, 
We thought that all the Clouds had tumbled down ; 
Soldiers and Chiefs, who can the Wonder tell, 
Struck to the Ground, promiſcuouſly fell; 

While the dark Birds, each pond'rous as a Shield, 
For fifty Furlongs hid the fatal Field. 

Alex. Be witneſs for me, all ye Powers divine, 

Tf ye be angry, 'tis no Fault of mine; 


"Therefore let Furies face me with a Band 


From Hell, my Virtue ſhall not make a Stand; 
Tho' all the Curtains of the Sky be drawn, 
And the Stars wink, young Ammon ſhall go on : 
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While my Statira ſhines, I cannot ſtay, 
Love lifts his Torch to light me on my Way, 
And her bright Eyes create another Day. 
Ly/. Eer you remove, be pleas'd,*dread Sir, to hear 
A Prince ally'd to you by Blood. 
Alex. Speak quickly. 
Ly/. For all that I have done for you in War, 
I beg the Princeſs Pari/atis. 
Alex. Ha 
Is not my Word already paſt ? Hepheſtion, 
T know he hates thee, but he ſhall not have her: 
We heard of this before Lyſimachus, 
I here command you nouriſh no Deſign 
To prejudice my Perſon in the Man 
I love, and will prefer to all the Word. 
Ly/. never faiF'd to obey your Majeſty, 
Whilſt you commanded 'what was in my Power ; 
Nor cou'd Hepheſtion fly more ſwift to ſerve, 
When you commanded us to ſtorm a 'Town, 
Or fetch a Standard from the Enemy : 
But when you charge me not to love the Princeſs, 
I muſt confeſs, I diſobey you, as 
I wou'd the Gods themſelves, ſhould they command. 
Alex. You ſhou'd, brave Sir, hear me, and then be dumb; 
When by my Order curſt Caliſt benes 
Was a Traitor doom'd to live in Torments, 
Your Pity ſped him in Deſpite of me. 
Think not I have forgot your Inſolence; 
No, tho' I pardon'd it, yet if again 
Thou dar'ſt to croſs me with another Crime, 
The Bolts of Fury ſhould be doubled on thee : 
In the mean Time, think not of Pariſatis ; 
For if thou doſt, by Fupiter Ammon, 
By my own Head, and by King Philip's Soul, 
I'll not reſpect * Blood of mine thou ſhar'ſt, 
But uſe thee as the vileſt Macedonian. 
LV I doubted: not at firſt, but I ſhould meet 
Your Indignation, yet my Soul's reſolv'd, 
And I ſhall never quit ſo brave a Prize, x 
While I can draw a Bow, or lift a Sword. 
Alex. Againſt my Life! Ah! was it ſo? how now? 
Tis ſaid that I am raſh, of haſty Humour; uy 
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But I appeal to the immortal Gods, 
If ever petty provincial Lord 
Had Temper like to mine : My Slave, whom I 
Could tread to Clay, dares utter bloody Threats. 
Ch. Contain yourſelf, dread Sir; the noble Prince, 
I fee it in his Countenance, would die 
To juſtify his Truth, but Love makes many Faults. 

Ly/. I meant his Minion there ſhould feel my Arm; 
Love aſks his Blood, nor ſhall he live to laugh 
At my Deſtruction. 
Alex. Now be thy own Judge, 
I pardon thee for my old Chta Sake; 
But if once more thou mertion thy raſh Love, 
Or dar'ſt attempt Hephcf:on's precious Life, 
I'll pour ſuch Storms of Indignation on thee, 
Phylatas' Rack, Cali hene: Diigrace. 
Shall be Delight to what thou ſhalt endure. 

Enter Syſigambis, Pariſatis. 

Heph. My Lord, the Qucen comes to congratulate 
Your ſafe Arrival. 8 
Alex. O thou. the beſt of Women 
Source of my Joy, bleſt Parent of my Love. 
Sy/. Permit me kneel, and give thoſe Adorations 
Which from the ++ gas Family are due : 
Have you not rais'd us from our Ruins hh? 
And when no Hand could help, nor any Eye 
Behold us with a Tear, yours pitied me; 
You, like a God. ſnatch'd us trom Sorrow's Gulph, 
Fix'd us in Thrones above our former State. 
Par. Which, when a Soul 107 gets, advanc'd ſo nobly, 
May it be drown'd in deeper Miſery. 

Alex. To meet me tus, was generouſly done 
But ſtill there wants to crown my Happineſs, 
Life of my Empire. !'reaſure of my Soul, 
My gear Statira: O that heavenly Beam, 
Warmth of my Brain, and Fire of my Heart; 
Had ſhe but ſhot to fee me, had ſhe met me, 
By this Fime I had been amongſt the Gods, 
It any Extaſy can make a Height, 
Or any Rapture hurl u: o uw Heavens. 
Ch. Now, who ſhall dare to tell him the Queen's 1 
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Alex. How fares my Love? ha—neither anſwer me! 
Ye raiſe my Wonder, Darkneſs overwhelms me: 

Tf royal Sifigambis does not weep ! 

Trembling and horror pierce me cold as Ice. 


© Is ſhe not well? what none, nove anſwer me? 


Or is it worſe ? Keep down ye rifing Sighs, 
And murmur in the Hollow of my Breaſt : 
Run to my Heart, and gather more ſad Wind; 
That when the Voice of Fate ſhall call you forth, 
Ye may, at one Ruth, from the Seat of Life, 
Blow the Blood out, and burſt like a Bladder. 
H-ph. I would relate it, but my Courage fails me. 
Alex. If ſhe be dead — That if's impoſſible; 
And let none here affirm it for his Soul: 
For he that dares but think ſo damn'd a Lye, 
III have his Body ſtraight empal'd before me, 
Aad glut my Eyes upon his bleeding Entrails. 
C. How will this Engine of unruly Paſſion 
Roar, when we have ram'd him to the Mouth with 
Poiſon ? | [ Afar. 
Alex. Why ſtand you all, as you were rooted here, 
Like the ſenſeleſs Trees, while to the ſtupid Grove 
I, like a wounded Lion, groan my Griefs, 
And none will anſwer — What, not my Hepheftion ! 
If thou haſt any Love for Alexander, 


it ever L oblig'd thee by my Care. 
When my quick Sight has watch'd thee in the Fight; 


Or if to ſee thee bleed I ſent forth Cries, 
And like a Mother, waſh'd thee with my Tears ; 
If this be true, if I deſerve thy Love, | 
Eaſe me, and tell the Cauſe of my Diſaſter. 
Heph. Your mourning Queen, which I had told be- 


ad you been calm) has no Diſeaſe but Sorrow, [fore 


Which was occaſion'd firſt by jealous Pangs : 
She heard, (for what can 'ſcape a watchful Lover !) 
That you at Su/a, breaking all your Vows, 
Relaps'd, and conquer'd by R:»xana's Charms, 
Gave up yourſelf devoted to her Arms. 
Alex. I know that ſubtile Creature in my Riot, 
My Reaſon gone, feduc'd me to her Bed; 
But when I wak'd I ſhook the Cres off, 
Tho' that Enchantreſs held me by the Arm, And 
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And wept, and gaz'd with all the Force of Love; 
Nor griev'd I leis for that which I had done, 
Than when at Thai, Suit, enrag'd with Wine, 
I ſet the fam'd Perſepolis on Fire. 
Heph. Your Queen Statira took it fo to Heart, 
That, in the *gony of Love, ſhe ſwore 
Never to ſee your Majeſty again; 
With dreadful Imprecations ſhe confirm'd 
Her Oath, and I much fear that ſhe will keep it. 
Alex Ha! did ſhe ſwear ? did that ſweet Creature 
I'll not believe it; no, ſhe is all Softneſs, [ſwear ? 
All melting, mild, and calm as a rock'd Infant, 
Nor can you wake her into Cries : By Heaven, 
She is the Child of Love, and ſhe was born in Smiles. 
Par. I and my weeping Mother heard her wear. 
Sy/. And with ſuch Fierceneſs ſhe did aggravate 
The Foulneſs of your Fault. that I cou'd w. 
Your Majeſty would blot her from your Breaſt. 
Alex. Blot her, forget her, hurl her from my Boſom, 
For ever loſe that Star that gilds my Life, 
Guide of my Days, and Goddeſs of my Nights ! 
No, ſhe ſhall ſtay with me in Spite of Vows, 
My Soul and Body, both are twilted with her. 
The God of love empties his golden Quiver, 
Shoots every Grain of her into my Heart ; 
She is all mine, by Heaven, I feel her here, 
Panting and warm, the deareſt, O Statira / 
Sy/. Have Patience, Son, and truſt to Heaven and 
Tf my Authority, or the Remembrance [mes 
Of dead Darius, or her Mother's Soul 
Can work upon her, ſhe again is yours. 
Alex. O Mother, help me, help your wounded Son, 
And move the Soul of my offended Dear ; 
But fly, haſte, &er the ſad Proceſſion's made. 
Spend not a Thought in Reply — Be gone, 
It + you would have me live — and Pari/atir, 
Hang thou about her Knees, waſh 'em with Tears : 
Na Taſte, the Breath of Gods, and Eloquence 
Angels go along with you — Oh my Heart ! 
E xeunt Syſ. and Par. 
Ly/. Now let your Majeſty, who feels the Torments 
And ſharpeſt Pangs of Love, encourage mine, 


Alex. 
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Ax. 1a 0 
Ch. Are you a Madman ? Is this a Time ? 
Ly/. Ves; for I ſee he cannot be unjuſt to me, 
Leſt ſomething worſe befal himſelf. 
Alex. Why doſt thou tempt me thus to my Undoing ? 
Death thou ſhouldſt have, were it not courted ſo: 
But know, to thy Confuſion, that my Word, 
Like Deftiny, admits not a Reverſe ; 
Therefore in Chains thou ſhalt behold the Nuptials 


Of my ion — Guards, take him Priſoner. 


155 1 not eaſily reſign my Sword, 
Till I have dy'd it in my Rival's Blood. 

Alex. I charge you, kill him not, take him alive 
The ignity of Kings is now concern'd, 
And I will find a Way to tame this Beaſt. 

Cy. Kneel, for I ſee Lightning in his Eyes. 

Ly/. I neither hope nor aſk a Pardon of him; 
But if he ſhould ws my Sword, I would 
With a new Violence run againit my Rival. 

Alex. Sure we at laſt ſhall conquer this fierce Lion : 
Hence from my Sighc, and — des to a Dungeon. 


= Perdiccas, 575 this Lion to a Lion: 


None f. for him, fly, ſtop his Mouth, away . 

Ch. Ehe King's 1 Bir mov d. 

Eum. I dare not ſpeak. [neſs 3 

Cuy. This comes of Love and Women; tis all Mad - 
Yet were I heated now with Wine, 1 ſhou'd 
Be preaching to the King for this raſh Fool. 

Al-x. Come hither, Cu, and my dear He beſtiaon 3 
Lend me your Arms, help, for I'm fick o'th' ſudden, 
I fear betwixt Statira's cruel Love, 

And fond Roxana's Arts, your King will fall. 

Cly. Better the Perfian Race were all undone. 

Hephb. Look up, my Lord, and bend not thus your 
As if you'd leave the Empire of this World, [ Head, 
Which you with Toil have won. 

Alex. Wou'd I had not; 

There's no true Joy in ſuch unwieldy Fortune. 
2 Gazers laſting 22 make, 
nd my Spots, but few my Brightneſs take. 
1 — — 
4 Why" 
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Why was I born a Prince, proclaim'd a God ? 
Yet have no Liberty to look abroad ? 
Thus Palaces in Proſpect bar the Eye, 
Which pleas'd and free, would o'er the Cottage fly, 
O'er flow'ry Lands to the gay diſtant Sky. 
Farewel then Empire and the Racks of Love ; 
By all the Gods, I will to Wilds remove; 
Stretch'd like a S God on Graſs lie down, 
And quite forget that e er I wore a Crown. 

\ 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 


Enter Eumenes, Philip, Theſſalus, Perdiccas, Lyſima- 
e chus, Guards. - 


Eum (GK Arewel, brave Spirit, when you come 


8 


&) above, 
F Commend us to Philetas, and the reſt 
8 Of our great Friends. 
M. E 759 Perdiccas, you are grown 
In Truft, be thankful for your noble Office. 
Per. As noble as you ſentence me, I'd give 
This Arm that The/alus were ſo employ'd. 
L. Ceaſe theſe untimely Jars, farewel to all, 
Fight for the King as I have done, and then 
You may be worthy of a Death like mine — Lead on. 
Enter Pariſatis. 
Par. Ah, my Ly/fimachus, where are you going? 
Whither ? to be devour'd ! O barb'rous Prince 
Cou'd you expole your Life to the King's Rage, 
And yet remember mine was ty'd to yours ? 
Ly The Gods preſerve you ever from the Ills 
That threaten me: Live, Madam, to enjoy 
A nobler Fortune, and forget this Wretch. 
IT ne'er had Worth, nor is it poſſible 
That all the Blood which I ſhall loſe this Day 
Shou'd merit this rich Sorrow from your Eyes. | 
Par. The King I know is bent to thy Deſtruction; 
Now by Command they forc'd me from his Knees f 
| But 
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But take this Satisfaction in thy Death, 
No Power, Command, my Mother's, Siſter's Tears, 
Shall cauſe me to ſurvive thy cruel Loſs. 
Live, Princeſs, live, howe'er the King diſdain me: 
Pethaps, unarm'd and fighting for your Sake, 
I may perform what amaze the World, 
And force him yet to give you to my Arms. 
Away Perdiccas ear Eumenes, take 
The Princeſs to your Charge. 
[ Exeunt Perd. Ly. Guard:. 
Eum. O Cruelty ! 


Par. Lead me, Eumenes, lead me from the Light, 
Where I may wait till I his Ruin hear, 
Then free my Soul to meet him in the Air. 
- | [Exunt Par. and Eum. 
Phil. See where the jealous proud Roxana comes. 
A haughty Vengeance gathers up her Brow. 
Theſſ. Peace, they haverais'd her to their Ends; obſerve, 
Enter Roxana, Caſſander, Polyperchon. 
Rox. O you have ruin'd me, I ſhall be mad: 
Said you ſo paſſionately ; is't poſſible ? 
So kind to her, and ſo unkind to me ? 
Ca. More than your utmoſt Fancy can invent. 
He ſwooned thrice at hearing of her Vow, 
And when our Care as oft had brought back Life, 
He drew his Sword, and offered at his Breaſt. 
Pol. Then rail'd at you with ſuch unheard-of Curſes. 
Rox. Away, be gone, and give a Whirlwind Room, 
Or I will blow you up like Putt ; avaunt ; 
Madneſs but meanly repreſents my Toil. 
Roxana and Staiira, they are Names 
That muſt for ever jar : Eternal Diſcord, 
Fury, Revenge, Diſdain, and Indignation 
Tear my folk n Breaſt, make way for Fire and Tempeſt, 
My Brain i; burſt, Debate and Reaſon quench'd, 
The Storm is up, and my hot bleeding Heart 
Splits with the Rack, while Paſſions like the Winds, 
Riſe up to Heaven, and put out all the Stars. 
What ſaving Hand, or what a mighty Arm 
Can raiſe me finking ? 
Ca. Let your own Arm fave you, 


'Tis ia your Power, your _— 1s almighty ; 
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Let all the Stars go out, your Eyes can light em. Wit 
Wake then bright Planet that ſhould rule the World, } But 
Wake, like the Moon, from your too long Eclipſe, FS To 


10 Ard we, with all the Inſtruments of War, Ang 
[1 Trumpets and Drums, will help your glorious Labour. C 
Pol. Pat us to act, and with a Violence 4 h 
{ 1 That fits the Spirit of a moſt wrong d Woman: S Wh 
\ uy": Let not M:4ea's dreadful Vengeance ſtand He 
N A Fattern more, bat draw your own fo fierce, FS Wh 
Wo. It may for ever be original. LF An 
110 Touch nor, hut daſh with >trokes ſo bravely bold, He 
I | { Till you have form'd a Face of fo much Horror, 110 
15 That gaping Furies may run frighted back; An. 
15 That Envy may devour herielf for Madneſs, 4 ( 
10 . Aud tad wledufa's Head be turn'd to Stone. 4 4 
VILE Rex. Yes, we will have Revenge, my Inſtruments ( 
10 For there is nothing you have aid of me, _ 1 
1 But comes far ſhort, wanting of what I am. ( 
* When in my Nonage I at Z gdia liv'd, LS Fo! 
. Amongſt my ſhe Companions 1 would reign ; * i 
1 Draw em from Idleneſs, and little Arts [3 Th 
WH! Of coining Looks, and laying Snares for Lovers; LS Th 
1 a Broke all their Glaſſes, and their Tires tore; FS Sh: 
1% Taught them, like Amazons, to-ride and cha'e FS Al 
1108 Wild Beaſts in Deſarts, and to maſter: Men. FS W 
Ca. Her Looks, her Words, her ev'ry Motion fires me. $ Nc 
Rox. But when I heard of Alexander's Conqueſt, 1 
How with a Handfal he had Millions ſlain, I 
Spoil'd all the Eaſt, their Queens his Captives made, wy A 
Yet with that Chaſtity, and god-like Temper F 
He ſaw their Beauties, and with Pity bow'd ; 127 

Methought I hung upon my Father's Lips, 6 
And wilh'd him tell the wondrous Tale again: | Al 
Left all my Sports, the Woman now return'd, | Cc 
And Sighs uncall'd wou'd from my Boſom fly ; J Ti 
And all the Night, as my Adrafte told me, SW 
In Slumbers groan'd, and murmur'd Alexander. . 


Ca//. Curie on the Name, but I will ſoon remove 
That Bar of my Ambition and my Love. ö | 
Rex. At laſt to Zag dia this Triumpher came, = O 
And cover'd o'er with Laureis forced our City; | { R 
At Night I vy my F ather's Order food, W N 
1 : 
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With fifty Virgins waiting at a Banquet. 

But Oh, how glad was I to hear his Court, 

To feel the Preſſure of his glowing Hand, 

And taſte the dear, the falſe proteſting 1 ? em 
(C. Wormwood and Hemlock henceforth grow about 
Rx. Gods that a Man ſhould bo fo great and bale ! 

What ſaid he not when in the bridal Beg, 

He claſp'd my ielding Body in his Arms: 

Wen with his tery Lips devouring mine, 

{nd mdulding with his Hand my -hrobbing Breaſt, 

Fi: 'wore the Globe of Heaven and Earth were vie 


10 oſe rich Worlds; and talk'd, and kiſs d, and lov'd, 


And made me ſhame the Morning with my Bluſhes. 
Coq. Yer atcer this prove falſe ! 
Pei. Horrid Feriury | 
Not to be atch'd! 
Pol. O you mult find Revenge 
Caſſ. A Perſon of your Spirit be thus ſlighted | 
For whoſe Defire all Earth ſhould be too little. 
Rox And ſhall the Daughter of Dori hold him? 
That puny Girl, that Ape of my Ambition ? 
That cry'd for Milk when I was nurs'd in Blood ! 
Shall ſhe, made up of watry Element, 
A Cloud, ſhall ſhe embrace my proper God, 
While I am caſt like Lightning from his Hand ? 
No, I muſt ſcorn to prey on common Fhings; 
1 ho” hurl'd to Earth by this diſdainiul Fove ; 
I will rebound to my own. Orb of F re, 
And with the Wrack of all the Heav'ns expire. 
Caf. Now you appear yourſelf ; | 
Dis noble Anger. 
Kox. May the illuſtrious Blood that fills my Womb, 
And ripens to be perte& Godhead born, 
Come forth a Fury ; may Barfana's Baſtard 
Dread it to Hell, and rule as Sovereign Lord, 
When I permit Sratira to enjoy 
Roxana's Right, and ſt ive not to deſtroy. 
Enter sy ſigambis, Statira, ia Mourning. 
C. Behold her going to fulfill her Vow 3 
O14 Yy/igambis, whom the King engag'd, 
Refiſts and awes her with Authority, 
D 2 Rox: 
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Rox.” Twas raſhly vow'd indeed, and I ſhould pity her. 
Sy O my Satira, how has Paſſion chang'd thee ! 
Think if thou drive the King to ſuch Extremes, 
What in his Fury may he not denounce 
Againſt the poor Remains of loſt Darius ? 
Stat. I know. I know he will be kind to you, 
And to my mourning Siſter for my Sake ; 
And tell him, how with my departing Breath, 
I rail'd not, but ſpoke kindly of his Perſon, 
Nay, wept to think of our divided Loves, 
And ſobbing ſent at laſt Forgivereſs to him. 
Rox. Grant, Heav'n, fome Eaſe to this diſtracted 
Wretch ! | 
L et her not linger out a Life in Torments, 
Be theſe her laſt Words, and at once diſpatch her. 
S/. No, by the everlaſting ire I ſwear, 
By my Darius Soul, I never more 
Will dare to look on Alexander's Face, 
If you refuſe to ſee him. 
x. Curſe on that cunning Tongue, I fear her now, 
Caf. No, ſhe's refolv'd. 
Stat. I caft me at your Feet, 
To bathe 'em with my Tears ; or, if you pleaſe, 
PII let out Life, and waſh em with my Blood, 
But till conjure you, not to rack my Soul, 
Nor hurry my wild Thoughts to perfect Madneſs, 
Shou'd now Darin awful Ghoſt appear, 
And my pale Mother ſtand beſeeching by, 
I wou'd perfiſt to Death, and keep my Vow. 
Rox. She ſhews a certain Bravery of Soul, 
Which I ſhou'd praiſe in any but my Rival. 
Die then, rebel ious Wretch, thou art not now 
That ſoft belov'd, nor durſt thou ſhare my Blood. 
Go hide thy Baſeneſs in thy lonely Grot, | 
Ruin thy Mother, and thy Royal Houle, 
Pernicious Creature ! ſhed the innocent 
Blood, and ſacrifice to the King's Wrath 
The Lives of all thy People; fly, be gone, 
And hide thee where bright Vertue never ſhone : 
The Day will ſhun thee, nay, he Stars, that view 
Miſchiets and Murders, Decas to thee not new, 
Will ſtart at this Go, go, thy Crimes deplore, 
And never think of Syfgambis more. Rox. 
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Rax. Madam, I hope you will a Queen forg ve: 


2 Roxana weeps to fee Statira grieve : 


How noble is the brave Reſolve you make, 


s To quit the World for Alexander's Sake ? 


Vaſt is your Mind, you dare thus greatly die, 

And yield the — to one ſo mean as I: 

'Tis a Revenge will make the Victor ſmart, 

And much I fear your Death will break his Heart. 
Stat. You counterſeit, I fear, and know too well 

How much your Eyes all Beauties elſe excel: 

Roxana, who tho” not a Princeſs born, 


In Chains could make the mighty Victor mourn. 


Forgetting Pow'r when Wine had made him warm, 
And ſenſeleſs, yet even then you knew to charm: 
Preſerve him by thoſe Arts that cannot fail, 
While I the Loſs of what I lov'd bewail. 

Rox. I hope your Majeſty will give me Leave 
To wait you to the Grove, where you would grieve, 
Where like the Turtle, you the Loſs will moan 
Of that dear Mate, and murmur all alone. 

Stat. No, proud Triumpher o'er my falling State, 
Thou ſhalt not ſtay to fill me with my Fate: 
Go to the Conqueſt which your Wiles may boaſt, 
And tell the World you left Statira loſt. : 
Go ſeize my faithleſs 4/exander's Hand, 
Both Hand and Heart were once at my Command : 
Graſp his lov'd Neck, die on his fragrant Breaſt, 
Love him like me, whoſe Love can't be expreſt, 


He muſt be happy, and you more than bleſt; 


While I in Darkneſs hide me from the Day, 
That with my Mind I may his Form ſurvey, 
And think fo long, till I think Lite away. 
Rox. No, fickly Vertue, no, 
Thou ſhalt not think, nor thy Love's Loſs bemoan, 
Nor ſhall paſt Pleaſures thro' thy Fancy run; 
That were to make thee bleſ as [ can be: 
But thy No- thought I muſt, I will decree ; 
As thus, I'll torture thee till thou art mad, 
And then no Thought to Purpoſe can be had. 
Stat. How frail, how cowardly is  oman's Mind? 
We ſhriek at Thunder, dread the ruſtling Wind, 
And ghet'ring Swords W „ ghteſt Eyes wall * 
3 e 
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Yet when ſtrong Jealouſy enflames the Soul, 
The Weak will roar, and Calms to Tempeſts roll. 
Rival, take heed, and tempt me not too far ! 
My Blcod may boil, and Bluſhes ſhew a War. 

Rox. When you retire to your romantick Cell, 
I'll make thy ſolitary Manſion Hell; 

Thou ſhalt not reſt by Day, nor ſleep by Night, 

But ftill Roxana ſhall thy Spirit fright : 

Wanton in Dreams, if thou dar'ſt dream of Bliſs, 

Thy roving Ghoſt may think to ſteal a Kiſs ; 

But when to his ſought Bed, thy wandring Air 

Shall for the Happineſs it wiſh'd repair, 

How will it groan to find thy Rival there ? 

How ghaſtly wilt thou look, when thou ſhalt ſee, 

Thro' the drawn Curtains, that great Man and me, 

Wearied with Laughing, Joys ſhot to the Soul, 

While thou ſhalt grinning ſtand, and gnaſh thy Teeth, 
and how] ? 

Stat, O barb'rous Rage! My Tears I cannot keep, 
But my full Eyes in ſpite of me will weep. 

Rox The King and I in various Pictures drawn, 
Claſping each other, ſhaded o'er with Lawn, 
Shall be the daily Preſents I will ſend, 

To help thy Sorrow to her Journey's End: 

And wnen we hear, at laſt, thy Hour draws nigh, 
My Alexander, my dear Love, and I, 

Will come, and haſten on thy lingring Fates, 
And ſmile, and kits thy Soul out, thro' the Grates. 

Stat. "Tis well ; I thank thee ; thou haſt wak'd a Rage, 
Whole Boiling now no Temper can aſſuage: 


I meet thy Tides of Jealouſy with more; 
Dare thee to Luel, and daſh thee o'er and o'er. 

Nox. What would you dare? 

Stat. Whatever you dare do: | 
My warring Thoughts the bloodieſt Trafts purſue : 
] am by Love a Fury made, like you : 

Kill or be kill 'd, * acted by Deſpair. 
Nox. Sure the diſdain'd Svatira does not dare ! 
Stat. Ves, tow'ring proud Roxana, but I dare. 

Rox. I tow'r indeed ver thee : 

Like a fair Wood, the Shade of Kings, I ftand ; 
While thou, ſick Weed, doit but infeſt the ——_— 
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Stat. No; like an Ivy, I will curl thee round; 

Thy ſapleſs Trunk of all its Pride confound ; 

Then, dry and wither'd, bend thee to the Ground, J 

What Sy/gambis Threats, objected Fears, 

My Siſter's Sighs, and Alexander's Tears, 

Could not effect, thy Rival Rage has done: 

My Soul, whoſe Start at Breach of Oaths begun, 

Shall co thy Ruin, violated, run. 

III ſee the King, in ſpite of all I ſwore, 

Tho' curit, that thou may'f never ſee him more. 

Enter Perdiccas, Alexander, Syſigambis, Attendants, &c, 
Per. Madam, your Royal Mother, and the King, 
Alex. O my Statira! O my angry Dear! | 

Turn thine Eyes on me ; I would talk to them : 

What ſhall I ſay, to work upon thy Soul ? 

Where ſhall I throw me ? Whither ſhall I fall ? 

Stat. For me you ſhall not fall. 
Alex. For thee I will. 

Before thy Feet I'll have a Grave dug up; 

And periſh quick, be bury'd ſtrait alive: 

Give but, as the Earth grows heavy on me, 

A tender Look, and a relenting Word ; 

Say but twas Pity, that fo great a Man, 

Who had ten thouſand Deaths in Battles ſcap'd, 

For one poor Fault, fo early ſhould remove, 

And fall a Martyr to the God of Love. 

Rox. Is then Roxana's Love and Life ſo poor, 

That for another you can chuſe to die, 

Rather than live for her ? What have I done ? 

How am I alter'd, fince at S laſt 

You ſwore, and ſeal'd it with a thouſand Kiſſes, 

Rather than loſe Roxana's ſmalleſt Charm, 

You would forego the Conqueſt of the World ? 

Alex Madam, you beſt can tell, what Magic drew 


Me to your Charms; but let it not be told, 


For your own Sake : Take thou that conquer d World; 
Diſpoſe of Crowns and Scepters, as you pleaſe; | 
Let me but have the Freedom of an Hour, 
To make Account with this wrong'd Innocence. 
Stat. You know, my Lord, you did commit a Fault; 
I aſk but this, repeat your Crime no more. 
Alex, O never, never. | 
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Rox. Am I rejected then 
Alex. Exhauſt my Treaſures ; | 
Take all the Spoils of the fair e ; 
But, for the Eaſe of my afflited 8 
Go where I never may behold thee more. 

Rox. Yes, I will go, ungrateful as thou art, 
Bane to my Life, thou Torment of my Days, 
Thou Murderer of the World : For as thy Sword 
Hath cut the Lives of thouſand thouſand Men, 
So will thy Tongue undo all Womankind. 

But I'll be gone; this laſt Diſdain bath cur d me; 
And I am now grown ſo indifferent, 

I could behold you kiſs without a Pang; 

Nay, take a Torch, and light you to your Bed: 
But do not truſt me; no; tor if you do, 


By all the Furies, and the Flames of Love, 
By Love, which is the hotteſt burning Hell, 


I'll ſet you both on Fire, to blaze for ever [Exit. 
Stat. O Alexander, is it poſſible? Good Gods, 

That Guilt can ſhew fo lovely ! — yet I pardon, 

Forgive thee all, by thy dear Life I do. 
x. Ha, Pardon! ſaidſt thou, Pardon me? 
Sy/. Now all my Mother's Blefling fall upon thee, 

My bet, my moſt belov'd, my own Szatira. 

Alex. Is it then true, that thou haſt pardon'd me ? 
And is it giv'n me thus to touch thy Hand, 
And fold thy Body in my longing Arms? 
To gaze upon thy Eyes, my happier Stars, 
To taſte thy Lip, and thy dear balmy Breath, 
While ev'ry Sigh comes forth ſo fraught with Sweets, 
"Tis Incenſe to be offer'd to a God. 

Stat. Yes, dear Impoſtor, tis moſt true, that I 
Have pardon'd thee ; and tis as true, that while 
I in View of thee, thy Eyes will wound, 

Thy Tongue will make me wanton as thy M iſhes ; 
And while I feel thy Hand, my Body glows : 
Therefore be quick, and take your laſt Adieu, 

Theſe your laſt Sighs, and theſe your parting Tears : 
Farewel, farewel, a long and laſt Farcwel. 
Alex. O my Hepheſtimm, bear me, or I fink. [throbs! 
Sta! Nay, you may take — Heav'n, how my Heart 
You may, you may, if yet you think me * 
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Take from theſe trembling Lips a parting Kiſs. 
Alex. No, e ſtarve firſt — Why, Statira, Why ? 
What is the M of all this ? — O Gods! 
I know the Cauſe ; my working Brain divines ; 
You'll ſay you pardon'd ; but with this Reſerve, 
Never to make me bleſt, as I have been, 
To ſlumber by the Side of that falſe Man, 
Nor give a Heav'n of Beauty to a Devil: 
think you not thus ? Speak, Madam. 
§r / She is not worthy, Son, of ſo much Sorrow. 
Speak Comfort to him, ſpeak, my dear Sratira; 
| aſk thee, by thoſe Tears. Ah! canſt thou e' er 
Pretend to Love, yet with dry Eyes behold him ! 
Alex. Silence more dreadful than ſevereſt Sounds! 
Would ſhe but ſpeak, tho' Death, eternal Exile, 
Hung at her Lips, yet, while her Tongue pronounces, 
There muſt be Mufick ev'n in my Undoing. 
Stat. Still my lov'd Lord, I cannot ſee you thus; 
Nor can J ever yield to ſhare your Bed: 
O! I thall find R-zarza in y ur Arms, 
And taſte her Kiſſes left upon your Lips. 
Her curſt Embraces have defil'd your Body ; 
Nor all I find the wonted Sweetneſs there, 
But artificial Smells, and ſtinking Odours. 
Ax. Yes, Obftinate, I will; Madam, you ſhall, 
You ſhall, in ſpite of this reſiſtleſs Paſſion, | 
Be ferv'd ; but you muſt give me leave to think, 
You never lov'd. could I ſee you thus ! 
Hell has not half the Tortures that you raiſe. 
Cy. Never did Paſſions combat thus before. 
Alex, O I ſhall burſt, 


Unleſs you give me Leave to rave a while. 


Sy. Yet, ere Deſtruction ſweep us both away, 
Relent, and break thro' all, to pity him. 

Alex. Yes, I will ſhake this Cupid from my Arms, 
If all the Rages of the Earth would fright him ; 
Drown him in the deep Bowl of Hereules ; 

Make the World drunk; and then, like A /us, 
When he gave Paſſage to the ſtruggling Winds, 
III ſtrike my Spear into the reeling Globe, 

To let it Blood; ſet Babylon in a Flaze ; 


And drive this God of Flames with more conſuming 2 
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Stat. My Preſence will but force him to Extremes : 
Beſides tis Death to me to ſee his Pains :. 
Yet ſtand refolv'd never to yield again 
Permit me to remove. 
Alex. I charge ye, ſtay her; 
For if ſhe pals, by all the Hell | feel, 
Your Souls, your naked Ghoſts, ſhall wait upon her. 
O turn thee ' tun! thou barb'rous Brightneis, turn 
Hear my laſt Words, and ſee my utmoit Pang: 
But f rit kneel witk me, all my Soldiers, kneel;] A4 Kncel. 
Yet lower - proſtrate to the Earth — Ah Mother, what 
Will you kneel too ? Then let che Sun ſtand ſtill, 
To ſee himſelf out- worſhipp'd; not a Face 
Be ſhewn, that is not washed all o'er in Tears; 
But weep, as if you here beheld me lain. 
S/ Haſt thou a Heart? Or art thou Savage turn'd ? 
But if this Poſture cannot move your Mercy, 
I never will ſpeak more. 
Alex. O my Statira, 
I ſwear, my Queen, I'll not out-live thy Hate. 
My Soul is ſtill as Death But one Thing more, 
Pardon my laſt. Extremities — the Tranſports 
Ot a deep wounded Breaft, and all is weil. 
Stat. Riſe, and may Heaven forgive you all, like me. 
Alex. You are too gracious — Clytus, bear me hence; 
When I am laid in Earth, yield her the World. 
There's ſomething here heaves, as cold as Ice, 
That ſtops my Breath — Farewel, O Gods! for ever. 
Stat. Hold off, and let me run into his Arms, 
My deareſt, my all Love, my Lord, my King; 
You ſhall not die, if that the Soul and Body 
Of thy Statira can reſtore thy Life: 
Give me thy wonted Kindneſs, bend me, break me 
With thy Embraces. 
Alex. O the killing Joy bp” 
O Extaſy ! my Heart will burſt my Breaſt, 
To leap into thy Boſom; but by Heaven 
This Night I will revenge me of thy Beauties, 
For the dear Rack I have this Day endur'd;; 
For all the Sighs and Tears that I have ſpent, 
Il have ſo many Thouſand burning Loves; 


hence ; 


| q go ſwell thy Lips, ſo fill me with thy Sweetneſs, 
Thou ſhalt not fleep nor cloſe thy wandring Eyes; 
> Thc ſmiling Hours ſhall all be lov'd away, 


3 O Mother ! how ſhall I requite your Goodneſs ? 
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We'll ſurfeit all the Night, and languiſh all the Day. 
Stat. Nor ſhall 1 —— 4 


Alex. Let her not be nam'd 


And you, my Fellow Warriors, that cou'd weep 


| ; Without Diſtinction to the Riot come, 


Alix. None, none ſhall be excus'd ; 
All revel out the Day, tis my Command; 8 
4 Gay as the Perſian God ourſelf will ſtand, 


© Vhile antick Meaſures beat the burden'd Ground, 


> Young Ammon and S'a'ira ſhall go round, 
Aud to the vaulted Skies our Clangors ſound. : 


F Enter Clytus in his Macedonian Habit; Hepheſtion, 


For your loſt King — But I invite you all, 
My Equals in the Throne as in the Grave, 


To the King's Banquet —— 
Ch. I beg your Majeſty 
V Vould leave me out 


With a crown'd Goblet in our lifted Hand. 


ACT Iv. SCENE I. 


Eumenes, Meleager, &c. in Perſian Robes. 


fan Robes ; 


Nor ought the King be angry for 
the Rew'rence 
I owe my Country : Sacred are 
3 Ot | her Cuſtoms, 
Which honeſt C/y:us ſhall preſerve to Death. 
lit me rot in Maced»nia» Rags, 
Kat ier than ſhine in Faſhions of the Eaſt ; 
Then, for the Adorations he requires, 
Ro it my old Body in internal Flames, 
Ur let him cage me, like Califthenes, 
Eum, Dear (hm, be perſuaded. 
Heph, You know, the 8 
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Is God like, full of all the richeſt Virtues, 
That ever Royal Heart poſſeſs'd ; yet you, 
Perverſe, but to one Humour will oppoſe him. 

Cit. Call you it Humour? Tie a pregnant one, 
By Mars, there's Venom in it, burning Pride: 
And, tho' my Life ſhould follow, rather than 
Bear ſuch a hot Ambition in my Bowels, 

F'd rip 'em up, to give the Poiſon Vent. 

Mele. Was not that Jupiter, whom we adore, 

A Man, but, for his more than human Acts, 
Advanc'd to Heav'n, and worſhipp'd for its Lord ? 

Heph. By all his Thunder, and his Sov'reign Pow'r, 
Til not believe the Earth yet ever felt 
An Arm like Alexander's; not that God 
You nam'd, tho' riding in a Car of Fire, 

And drawn by flying Horſes, wing'd with Lightning, 
Could, in a ſhorter Space, do greater Deeds, 
Drive all the Nations, and lay waſte the World. 

Cht. There's not a Man of War among you all 
That love the King like me; yet I'll not flatter, 
Nor ſooth his Vanity, tis blameable ; 

And when the Wine works, Clytu:* Thoughts will out, 

Heph. Then go not to the Banquet. 

Ct. I was call'd, 

My Minion, was I not, as well as you ? 

F'll go, my Friends, in this old Habit thus, 

And laugh, and drink the King's Health heartily ; 
And while you bluſhing bow your Heads to Earth, 
And hide em in the Duſt, I'Il ſtand upright, 

Strait as a Spear, the Pillar of my Country, 

And be by ſo much nearer to the Gods 

But ſee, the King and all the Court appears. 


Enter Alexander, 17 ambis, Statira, Pariſatis, Sc. 


Par. Spare him, O ſpare Lyſimachus his Life: 
I know you will, Kings ſhould delight in Mercy. 
Alex. Shield me, Statira, ſhield me from her Sorrow. 
Par. O ſave him, fave him, e'er it be too late: 
Speak the kind Word, before the gaping Lion 
Swallow him up ; let not your Soldier periſh 
But for one Raſhneſs which Deſpair did cauſe, 
I'Il follow thus for ever on my Knees, 


And make your Way ſo ſlippery with Tears, 


You 
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; You ſhall not paſs —— Siſter, do you conjure him. 
3 "Ih O Mother, take her, take her from me; ( Kneels. 


Her watry Eyes aſſault my very Soul; 

They ſhake my. beit Reſolve —— 

Stat. Did I not break 

Thrall for you? Nay, now my Lord you muſt. 
% Nor wou'd I make my Son ſo bold a Prayer, 
Had I not firſt conſulted for his Honour. 

Alex. Honour! what Honour! has not Statire ſaid it? 
Vere I the King of the blue Firmament, 


And the bold Titans ſhou'd again make War, 


”[ho' my reſiſtleſs Arrows were made ready, 
By all the Gods ſhe ſhou'd arreſt my Hand, 
Fly then, ev'n thou his Rival ſo belov'd, 


ly with old Chytus, ſnatch him from the Jaws 
Of the devouring: Beaſt, bring him adorn'd 


To the King's Banquet, fit for Loads of Honour. 
| x [Exeunt Heph. Eum. Par, 


: ; Stat. O my lov'd Lord! let me embrace your Knees, 
Jam not worthy of this mighty Paſſion : | 


You are too good for Goddeſſes themſelves : 
No Woman, nor the Sex, is worth a Grain 
Of this illuſtrious Life of my dear Maſter. 
Why are you fo divine to cauſe ſuch Fondneſs, 
That my Heart leaps, and beats, and fain wou'd out, 
To make a Dance of Joy about your Feet? 
Alex. Excellent Woman ! no, tis impoſſible 


To ſay how much I love thee — Ha ! again! 


Such Extaſies Life tannot tarry long; 

The Day comes on ſo faſt, and beamy Joy 
Darts wich ſuch. Fierceneſs on me, Night will follow. 
A pale crown'd Head flew lately glaring by me, 

Jun two dead Hands, which threw a cryſtal Globe 
From high, that ſhatter'd in a thouſand Pieces. 

Put [ will loſe this boding Dream in Wine ; 

I cn warm and bluſhing for my Queen's Embraces, 
Wear me with all my Heat to thy lov'd Boſom. 

dat. Go, my beſt Love, and chear your drooping Spirits 
zugh with your Friends, and talk your Grief away, 
hile in the Bower of great Semiramir, 

dreſs your Bed with all "-_ Sweets of Nature, 


And 
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And crown it as the Altar of my Love ; 


Where I will lay me down and ſoftly mourn, Its in 
But never cloſe my Eyes till you return. [ Ex. Stat. Syſ. And 
Alex. Is ſhe not more than Mortal e er can wiſh! FF Ca 
Diana's Soul caſt in the Fleſh of Yenus / (Lom 
By Fove tis ominous, our parting is; And 
er Face look'd pale too, as ſhe turn d away: I scal. 


And when I wrung her by the roſy Fingers, 4 
Methought the Strings of my great Heart did crack, | } 
What ſhou'd it mean? —— Forward, Leomedon. 3 


AY Roxana meets him, with Caff. Polyp. Phil. and Thedl. | | 
| 1 Why, Madam, yur you thus ? | 
+", Rox. For a laſt Look, [She hold: his Hand. 


And that the Memory of Roxana's Wrongs 
May be for ever printed in your Mind. 
Alex. O Madam, you muſt let me paſs. 
Rox. I will. 
But I have ſworn that you ſhall hear me ſpeak, 
And mark me well, for Fate is in my Breath: 
Love on the Miſtreſs you adore, to 5 
Still hope, but I Fruition will deftroy ; 
Languith for Pleaſures you ſhall ne'er enjoy. 
Still may Statira's Image draw your Sight, 
11k Like thoſe deluding Fires that walk at Night ; 
1 Lead you thro” fragrant Grots and flow'ry Groves, : 
1 And charm you thro deep Graſs with ſleeping Loves; 
That when your Fancy to its Heighth does riſe, 
1 That Ly you lov'd may vaniſh from your Eyes, 


—@_ 
— _ . —— 

- . . — 8 

— - . + 

—— — 0 


3. Dark , Deſpair, and th, your wandring Soul 
| A | | 1 1 ſurprize. | 
Wi. Alx. Away; lead Melager, to the Banquet. 


[Ex. cum ui. 
Rex. So unconcern'd! O I could tear my Fleſh, 
Or him, or you, nay all the World to Pieces. 
Caſſ. Still keep this Spirit up, preſerve it ſtill, 
0 8 Loſe not a Grain, for ſuch Majeſtick Atoms 
N Firſt made the World, and muſt preſerve its Greatneſs. 
| Rox. I know I am whatever thou canſt fay ; 


GS % My Soul is ſpent, and has not Elbow-room ; 
bw ' *Tis ſwell 'd with this laſt Sight, beyond all Bounds ; 
iy © chat it had a Space might anſwer to 


Its 
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, Its infinite Defire, where I might ſtand 

Stat. Sy\,} And hurl the Spheres about like ſportive Balls. 

n wiſh! |} Caf. We are your Slaves, Admirers of your Fury. 

* FEommand Caſſander to obey your Pleaſure, 
and I will on, ſwift as your nimble Eye 
scales Heav'n ; when I am angry with the Fates, 
No Age, nor Sex, nor Dignity of Blood, 

d crack, | No Ties of Law nor Nature, not the Life 

don. Imperial, tho' guarded with the Gods, 

nd Theſſ. Shall bar Caſſander's Vengeance, he ſhall die. ; 

Nox. Ha! ſhall he die? ſhall I conſent to kill him? 

Tuo ſee him claſp'd in the cold Arms of Death, 

3 Whom I with ſuch an Eagerneſs have lov'd ? 

Do I not bear his Image in my Womb? 

Which while I meditate, and roll Revenge, 

Starts in my Body like a fatal Pulſe, | 

And ftrikes Compaſſion thro' my bleeding Bowels. 
Pl. The Scruples which your Love wou'd raiſe might 

Mere not the Empire of the World conſider d: (pals, 

= How will the glorious Infant in your Womb, 


. When Time ſhall teach his Tongue, be bound to curſe 
If now you ſtrike not for a Coronation ! (you, 

3 Ca If Alexander lives, you cannot reign, 

oves, Nor ſhall your Child; old Sym, Hea 


g Loves; | Will not be idle ſure Deſtruction waits 
ue, . Both you and yours; let not your Anger cool, 
But give the Word; ſay Alexander bleeds, 

Draw the dry Veins of all the Penſſan Race, 
And hurl a Ruin o'er the Eaſt, tis done. 
Pal. Behold the Inſtruments of this great Work. 
Phil. Behold your forward Slave. 
T. I'll execute. 
I Rox. And when this Ruin is accompliſh'd, where 
hall curſt Roxana fly with this dear Load? 
Where ſhall ſhe find a Refuge from the Arms 
Of all the Succeſſors of this great Man? 
No barb'rous Nation will receive a Guilt 
So much tranſcending theirs, but drive me out: 
The wildeſt Beaſts will hunt me from their Dens, 
And Birds of Prey moleſt me in the Grave. 
Its Cafſ. No, you ſhall live, pardon the Inſolence 

Which this almighty Low enforces from me ; 

2 


fe 


You 
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You ſhall live'ſafer, nobler than before, 
In your Coſander's Arms. | 
Rox. Diſgrac'd Roxana, whither wilt thou fall? 
I ne'er was truly wretched till this Moment ; 
There's not one, Mark of former Majeſty 
To awe my Slave that offers at my Honour. 
Caſſ. Madam, I hope you'll not impute my Paſſioen The 
To want of that Reſpect which I muſt bear yau ; N 
Long have I lov'd Bui) 
Rox. Peace, moſt audacious Villain, I She 
Or I will fab this Paſſion in thy Throat. Lan 
What, ſhall I leave the Boſom of a Deity 
To claſp a Clod, a moving Piece of Earth, 
Which a Mole heaves ? So far art thou beneath me. 
Cafſ. Your Majeſty ſhall hear no more Folly. 
Rax. Nor dare to meet my Eyes; for if thou doſt 


With a Love-glance, thy Plots are all unravell'd, 2 Kal 
And your kind Thoughts of Alexander told, h.: 
Whoſe Life, in ſpite of all his Wrongs to me, = C 
Shall be for ever ſacred and — | j ; No 

Caſſ. I know, dread Madam, that Caſſander's Life Wh 


Is in your Hands, ſo caſt to do you Service. | (Gi) 
Rox. You thought, perhaps, becauſeIpraftis'd Charms | 

To gain the King, that I had looſe Defires : 

No, tis my Pride that gives me Height of Pleaſure, | 

To ſee the Man by all the World admir'd, g 

Bow'd to my Boſom, and my Captive there; Ne 

Then my Veins ſwell, and my Arms graſp the Poles, | 

My Breafts grow bigger with the vaſt Delight, 


Tis Long of Rapture, and an Age of Fury. A 
Caf. By your own Life, the greateſt Oath I ſwear, "F 
Caſſander's Paſſion from this Time is dumb. | A 
Rox. No, if I were a Wanton, I would make T. 
Princes the Victims of my raging Fires: H 
I. like the changing Moon, would have the Stars | H 
My Followers, and mantled Kings by Night 
Should wait my Call; find Slaves to quench my Flame, 
Who, leſt in Dreams they ſhould reveal the Deed, B 
Still as they came, ſucceſſively ſhould bleed. V 
Caf. To make Atonement for the higheſt Crime, | 
I beg your Majeſty will take the Life FRE N 


Of Queen Statira as a Sacrifice. 
| Rax. 
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Nor. Riſe, thou haſt made me ample Expiation; 
ves, yes, Statira, Rival, thou mult die; [ ! 
fall? Fj know this Night is deſtin'd for my Ruin, N 
And Alexander from the glorious Revels | 
Flies to thy Arms. 
| 3 Phil. The Powers of Semiramis are made 
y Paſſion | die Scene this Night of their new kindled Loves. 
au; * 2?-x. Methinks I fee her yonder, (Oh the Torment !} 
Bui for Bliſs, and full of Expectation; 
3 She adorns her Head, and her Eyes give new Luſtre 
Languiſhes in her Glaſs, tries all her Looks; 
Steps to the Door, and liſtens for his coming; 
Runs to the Bed, and kneels, and weeps and wiſhes, 
Then lays the Pillow eaſy for his Head, 
S Warns it with Sighs, and moulds it with her Kiſſes. 
Oh, I am loſt ! torn with Imagination 
Kill me, Caſſander, kill me inſtantly, 
> That I may haunt her with a Thouſand Devils. 
Caf. Why do you ſtop to end her while you may? 


2 
* 


| N No Lime ſo proper as the preſent; now 
r's Life 7 While Alexander feaſts with all his Court; 
Sire me your Eunuchs, half your Zegdian Slaves, 
Ie do the Deed ; nor ſhall a Waiter ſcape, 
That ſerves your Rival, to relate the News 
aſure, P. She was committed to Eumenes' Charge. 
3 Rex. Eumenes dies, and all that are about her, 
Nor ſhall I need your Aid, you'll love again; 


2 Poles, I' head the Slaves myſe'f, with this drawn Dagger, 
'» To carry Death that's worthy of a Queen. 
A common Fate ne er ruſhes from my Hand, 
ſwear, Ti more than Life to die by my Command: 
And when ſhe ſees 
ike That to my Arm her Ruin ſhe muſt owe, x 
Her thankful Head will ſtraight be bended low, [ 
ars Her Heart ſhall leap half Way to meet the Blow. 
[Exit Roxana. 
Flame, C Go thy Ways, Semele —— ſhe ſcorns to fin 
ed, Beneath a God -—— We muſt be ſwift; the Ruin 
8 We intend, who knows ſhe may diſcover ! 
Mme, Pal. It muſt be acted ſuddenly To-night, 
| Now at the Banquet Phi holds his Cup. 
Phil, And dates to execute — propoſe his Fate. 
Rox, h E 3 0 
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Caf Obſerve in this ſmall Phial certain Death ; 
It holds a Poiſon of ſuch deadly Force, 
Should Z/culaprius drink it, in five Hours 
(For then it works) the God himſelf were mortal. 
I drew it from Nacris” horrid Spring; 9 
A Drop infus'd in Wine will ſeal his Death, 7 
And ſend him howling to the loweſt Shades. | & 
Phil. Wou'd it were done. 
Ca/ſ. O we ſhall have him tear | 
(E'er yet the Moon has half her Journey rode) 
The World to Atoms; for it ſcatters Pains 
All Sorts, and thro” all Nerves, Veins, Arteries, 
Ev'n with Extremity of Froſt it burns; 
Drives the diſtracted Soul about her Houſe, 
Which runs to all the Pores, the Doors of Life, 
Till he is forc'd for Air to leave her Dwelling. 
Pol. By Pluta's ſelf, the Work is wondrous brave. 
Ca. hw ſeparate : Philip and Theſſalus 
Haſte to the Banquet ; at his ſecond Call 
Give him the fatal Draught that crowns the Night, 
While Polyphercon and myſelf retire. 
[Exeunt eomnes præter Caſſander. 
Yes, Alexander, now thou pay'ſt me well; 
!ood for a Blow is Intereſt indeed, 
Methiaks I am grown taller with the Murder, 
And ftanding ſtraight on this majeſtick Pile, 
J hit the Clouds, and ſee the World below me: 
Oh, 'tis the worſt of Racks to a brave Spirit, 
To be born baſe, a Vaſſal, a curs'd Slave; 
Now by the Project lab'ring in my Brain, 
Tis nobler far to be a King in Hell, 
To head infernal Legions, Chiefs below, 
To let 'em looſe for Earth; to call 'em in, 
And take Account of what dark Deeds are done, 
Than be a Subject God in Heav'n unbleſt, 
And without Miſchief have eternal Reſt. [ Exit. 
'Tbe SCENE drazsr, Alexander is ſeen ſtanding on 4 
Thrane, with all his (Commanders about him, holding 
Geblets in their Hands. 
Alex. To our immortal Health, and our fair Queens; 
All drink it deep, and while it flies about, 
Mars and Eellana join to make us Muſick. 4 
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A hundred Bulls be offer d to the Sun, 
White as his Beams — Speak the big Voice of War, 
Beat all our Drums, and blow our Silver Trumpets, 
Till we provoke the Gods to act our Pleaſure 
In Bowls of Nectar and replying Thunder. 
[Sounds evhile they drink, 
Eater Hepheſtion, Clytus, leading Lyſimachus in his 
Shirt blody ; Perdiccas, Guard. (Arms 


Ch. Long live the King, and Conqueſt crown his. 


With Laurels ever green : Fortune's his Slave, 
And kiſſes all that fight upon his Side. 


Alex. Did not I give Command you ſhould preſerve 


Lyſimachus ? : 
| Heph, You did. | 
Alex. What then portend thoſe bloody Marks? 
Heph. Your Mercy flew too late: Perdiccas had 
According to the dreadful Charge you gave, 
Already plac'd the Prince in a lone Court, 
Unarm'd, all but his Hands, on which he wore 


A Pair of Gauntlets ; ſuch was his Defire, 


To ſhew in Death the Difference betwixt 
The Blood of the acids, and common Men. 
Cy. At laſt the Door of an old Lion's Den 
Being drawn up, the horrid Beaſt appear d: 
The Flames which from his Eyes ſhot glooming red, 
Made the Sun ſtart, as the Spectators thought, 
And round 'em caft a Day of Blood and HY 
Heph, When we arriv'd, juſt as the valiant Prince 
Cried out, O Pari/atis, take my Life; 
"tis for thy Sake I go undaunted thus, 
To be devour'd by this moſt dreadful Creature. 
Cly. Then walking forward, the large Beaſt deſcry?? 


| His Prey, and with a Roar that made us pale, 


Flew fiercely on him; but the active Prince 
Starting afide, avoided his firſt Shock, 


[ Exit. 
ending on 4 
im, holding 


ir Queens; 


With a ſlight Hurt, and as the Lion turn'd, 

Thruſt Gauntlet, Arm and all into his Throat, 

And with Hercule in Force tore forth by th' Roots 
The foaming bloody Tongue ; and while the Savage, 
Faint with that Loſs,. ſunk to the bluſhing Earth, 
To plough it with his Teeth, your conqu'ring Soldier 
\Leap'd on his Back, and daſh'd his Skull to Pieces. 
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Alex. By all the Laurels, 'twat a godlike AQ, 
And 'tis my Glory, as it ſhall be thine, 
That All xander could not pardon thee. 
O my brave Soldier, think not all the Prayers 
Of the lamenting Queens cou'd move my Soul 


Like what thou haſt perform'd : Grow to my Breaſt. 


[ Embraces him. 

Ly/. However Love did hurry my wild Arm, 

When I was cool, my fev'riſh Blood did bate, 
And as I went to Death, I bleſt the King, 

Alex. Ly/imachus, we both have been tranſported, 
But from this Hour be certain of my Heart ; - 
A Lion be the Empreſs of thy Shield, | 
And that golden Armour we trom Porus won 
The King preſents thee ; but retire to Bed, 

Thy Toils afk Reſt. 

Ly/. I have no Wounds to hinder 

Of any Moment; or if I had, tho' mortal, 

I'd ſtand to Alexander's Health, till all 

My Veins were dry, and fill them up again 

With that rich Blood which makes the Gods immortal, 

Alex. Hepheſtion, thy Hand embrace him cloſe ; 
Tho” next my Heart you hang the Jewel there, 

For ſcarce I know whether my Queen be nearer, 
Thou ſhalt not rob me of my Glory, Youth, 
That muſt to Ages flouriſh Pariſatis 
Shall now be his that ſerves me beſt in War: 
Neither reply, but mark the Charge J give, 
And live as Friends—Sound, ſound my Armies Honour; 
Health to their Bodies, and eternal Fame 
Wait on their Memory, when thoſe are Aſhes ; 
Live all you muſt, tis a God gives you Life. [ Sound. 
Lyſimachus offers Clytus a Perſian Robe, and he refuſes. 
Cly. O Vanity! 
x. Ha! what ſays Chu? 
Who am I ? 
C/y. The Son of good King Philip, 
Alex. No, tis falſe ; 
By all =y yon" in the Skies, 
ove made my Mother pregnant. 
7 Ch. I ha' done. F 
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Here follows an Entertainment of Indian Singers and 
Dancers : The Muſick flouriſhes.. 

Alex. Hold, hold; Clhytus, take the Robe. 

Ch. Sir, the Wine, 

The Weather's hot; beſides you know my Humour; 


Alex. O 'tis not well: I'd burn rather than be 
So fingular and froward. 


Cy. So would I 
Burn, hang, or drown, but in a better Cauſe ; 
II drink or fight for ſacred Majeſty 


With any here Fill me another Bowl, 
Will you excuſe me? ; 


Alex. You will be excus'd ; 
Put let him have his Humour, he is old. | 
Ch. So was your Father, Sir— This to his Memory: 


Sound all the Trumpets there. 


Alex: They ſhall not ſound 


Till the King drinks —— By Mars, I cannot take 
A Moment's Reſt for all my Years of Blood, 


Sure I was form'd for War; 
All, all are A&xander's Enemies; 
Which I could tame Yes, the rebellious Worl 
Shou'd feel my Wrath — But let the Sports go on. 
; The Indians dance. 
Ly/ Nay, Cltus, you that cou'd adviſe —— 
Alex. Forbear ; 
Let him perſiſt, be poſitive, and proud, 
Sullen and dazzled, mongſt the nobler Souls, 
Like an infernal Spirit, that had ſtole 
From Hell, and mingled with the laughing Gods, 
Ch. When Gods grow hot, where's the Difference 


[ "Twixt them and Devils? — Fill me Greet Wine, yet 


* 
Y 
; 


im : | 
Hers Health to the Son of Jupiter Ammon ; 


For I want Spirits. 


[fuller, 
Alex. Ha! let me hear a Song. 
Cly. Muſick for Boys—Clytus would hear the Groans 


Of dying Perſons, and the Horſes Neighings ; 
Or if I muſt be tortured with ſhrill Voices, 
Give me the Cries of Matrons in ſack'd Towns. 


* Hfmacbus, the King looks fad, let us awake 


Ev'y 
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| Kneel All, and kiſs the Earth with Adoration. 


Nay, I muſt have Room 


Ev'ry Man take his Goblet in his Hand, 


Alex. Sound, found, that all the Univerſe may hear, 
That I could ſpeak like Fore, to tell abroad 
The Kindneſs of my People Riſe, O riſe, 
My Hands, my Arms, my Heart is ever yours 
Comes from his Throne, all kiſs his Hand.) 
Ch. I did not kiſs the Earth, nor muſt your Hand; 
I am unworthy, Sir. | 
Alex. I know thou art, 
Thou envieſt my great Honour — Sir, my Friends, 
now let us talk 
Of War, for what more fits a Soldier's Mouth ? 
And ſpeak, ſpeak freely, or ye do not love me, 
Who, think you, was the braveit General I 
That ever led an Army to the Field? i 7 
Hepb. I think the Sun himſelf ne'er ſaw a Chief 4 
So truly great, ſo furtunately brave, 14 
As Alexander ; not the fam'd Alcides, F 


r a SM 


Nor fierce Achilles, who did twice deſtroy, = A 
With their all-conquering Arms, the famous Troy. ; 
Ly/. Such was not Cyrus. 8 DC 
Alex. O you flatter me. E 
Ch. They do indeed, and yet ye love em for it, 1. 
But hate old Clytus for his hardy Virtue. WT 
Come, ſhall I ſpeak a Man more brave than you, - N 
A better General, and more expert Soldier? 1 
Aler. 1 ſhould be glad to learn ; inſtru me, Sir. L. 


Cly. Your Father _ ——+1 have ſeen him march, I. 
And fought beneath his dreadful Banner, where  ( 
Ihe ſtouteſt at the Table wou'd ha' trembled : = 


Nay, frown not, Sir ; you cannot look me dead. 5 
When Greek; join'd Greek:, then was the Tug of War, Ik 


The labour'd Battle ſweat, and Conqueſt bled. f Bec 
Why ſhould I fear to ſpeak a Truth more noble n. 
Than e' er your Father Jupiter Ammon told you? 2 10 
Philip fought Men, but Alexander Women. 8 You 
Alex. Spite! by the Gods, proud Spite ! and burning 7 
Is then my Glory come to this at laſt, [Envy ! 
To vanquiſh Women? Nay, he ſaid the ſtouteſt here C 
Wou'd tremble at the Dangers he has ſeen. The 
In all the Sickneſs and the Wounds I bore, Why 


Whes 
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When from my Reins the Javelin Head was cut, 


5 Lyfimachus, Hepheſtion, ſpeak, Perdiccaz, 


Did I e'er tremble ! O the curſed Lyar 
Did I once ſhake or groan ; or bear myſelf 
Begeath my Majeſty, my dauntleſs Courage? 
Heph. Wine has tranſported him. 
Alex. No, 'tis plain mere Malice : 
I was a Woman too at Oxydrace. 
When planting at the Walls a ſcaling Ladder, 
I mounted, ſpite of Showers of Stones, Bars, Arrows, 
And all the Lumber which they thunder'd down, 
When you beneath cried out, and ſpread your Arms, 
That I ſhould leap among you, did I o? 
Ly/. Turn the Diſcourſe, my Lord, the old Man rav'd, 
Alex. Was I a Woman, when, like Mercury, 
T left the Walls to fly amongſt my Foes, 
And, like a baited Lion, dy'd myſelf 
All over with the Blood of thoſe bold Hunters ? 
Till ſpent with Toil, I battel'd on my Knees, - 
Pluck d forth the Darts that made my Shield a Foreſt, 
And hurl'd em back with moſt unconquer'd Fury. 
Ch. "Twas all Bravado, for before you leap'd, 
You ſaw that I had burſt the Gates aſunder. 
Alex. Did I then turn me, like a Coward, around, 
To ſeek for Succour ? Age cannot be ſo baſe ; 
That thou wert young again, I would put off 
My Majeſty, to be more terrible, 
That, like an Eagle, I might ſtrike this Hare 
Trembling to Earth ; ſhake thee to Duſt, and tear 


Thy Heart for this bold Lye, thou feeble Dotard. 


Cy. What, do you pelt me like a Boy with Apples? 
| [He rofſes Fruit at him as they riſe, 


Tin me, and bury the Diſgrace I feel, 


I know the Reaſon that you uſe me o ; 
Becauſe I ſav d your Life at Granicus ; 


4 And when your Back was turn'd, oppos'd my Breaſt 
Jo bold Rheſacen Sword; you hate me for't, 


Yeu do, proud Prince. 
Alex. Away, your Breath's too hot. 
[Hing him from him; 
Ch. You hate the Benefactor, tho' you took 
The Gift, your Life, from this diſhonour' d Clytus ; 
Which is the blackeſt, worſt Ingratitude, 


* 
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Aicx. Go, leave the Banquet: Thus far I forgive thee, 
Cy. Forgive yourſelf for all your Baſphemies, 
The Riots of a moſt debauch'd and blotted Life: 
Phils as Murder 
ALex. Ha | what ſaid the Traitor ? 
Ly. Eumemes, let us force him hence. 
Cy. Away. ; 8 
Heph. You ſhall not tarry: Drag him to the Door. 
Ch. No, let him ſend me, If I muſt be gone 
To Philip, Attalus, Calfthenes, | 
To great Parmemo, to his flaughter'd Sons; 
Parmenio, who did many brave Exploits 
Without the King —— the King without him nothing. 
Alex. Give mea Javelin, [Takes ane from the Guards. 
Hepb. Hold, Sir, 
Alex. Off, Sirrah, leſt 
At once I ſtrike it thro” his Heart and thine. 
Ly/. O ſacred Sir, have but a Moment's Patience. 
Alex. Preach Patience to another Lion What! 
Hold my Arms ! I ſhall be murder'd here, 
Like poor Darius, by my own barb'rous Subjects. 


Perdiccat, found my Trumpets to the Camp, 
Call my Soldiers to the Court ; nay haſte, = Wi 
Far there is Treaſon plotting gainſt my Life, Ex 
And I ſhall periſh e er they come to reſcue, Co 
Ly/. and Heph. Let us all die, eber think ſo damn'd a An, 
Deed. [ Keel. Ma 
Alex. Where is the Traitor? Til 
Ch. Sure there's none about you ? Ty: 
But here ſtands honeſt CI, tus, whom the King $ Ch: 
Invited to his Banquet. | 11 
» Alex. Be gone and ſup with Philip, [ Strikes him thro), = 
Parmenio, Attalus, Califthenes ; In 
And let bold Subjects learn by thy ſad Fate, De⸗ 
To tempt the Patience of a Man much above em. ; Oh, 
Cly. The Rage of Wine is drown'd in guſhing Blood: Ane 
O Alexander, | have been to blame; | Yet 
Hate me not after Death, for I repent, = 


That ſo I urg'd your nobleſt, ſweeteſt Nature. 
Alex. What's this I hear ? Say on, my dying Soldier, ; 
Ch. I ſhould ha kill d myſelf, had 1 but livd 4 
To be ones ſober Now I fall with Honour, * 
| Y 


1othing, 
Guard: * 


1ence. 
What! 


cts. 


amn'd a 
[ Keel. 


¹ tbro'. 


Soldier. 
d 


My 
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1 My own Hand wou'd h brought foul Death. O Pardon. 


(dies. 
Aux. Then I am loſt ; what has my Vengeance done ? 
= Who is it thou haft ſlain ? Chtus; What was he? 
The faithfulleft Subject, worthieſt Councellor, 
Who for _ Life, when 
Thou foughtſt bare-headed at the River Granite, 
Has now a noble Recompence __ ng raſhly ; 
For a Forgetfulneſs which Wine did work, 
The poor, the honeſt C/y7us thou haſt ſlain. 
Are theſe the Laws of Hoſpitality ? 
Thy Friends will ſhun thee now, and ftand a Diſtance, 
Nor dare to ſpeak their Minds, nor eat with thee, 
Nor drink, left by thy Madneſs they die too. 
Heph. Guards, take the Body hence: 
Alex. None dare to _—_— _ 5 
For we muſt never part. Crue ion 
And Lyſimachus, that had the Power, p 
= And would not hold me. 
% Dear Sir, we did, 
= Alex. I know it; | 
© Ye held me like a Beaft, to let me go 
Wich greater Violence——Oh, yoa have undone me! 
© Excuſe it not, you that could top a Lion, 
¶ Cou'd not turn me: You ſhou'd have drawn your Swords, 
And barr'd my Rage with their advancing Points; 
Made Reaſon glitter in my dazzled Eyes, 
Till I had ſeen what Ruin did attend me: 
That had been noble, that had ſhew'd a Friend; 
Chiu would fo have done to fave your Lives | 
„ When Men ſhall hear how highly you were urg'd. 
= Alex. No, you have let mie ſtain my rifing Virtue, 
Which elſe had ended brighter than the Sun. 
Death, Hell and Furies ! you have ſunk my Glory: 
Oh, I am all a Blot, which Seas of Tears, 
And my Heart's Blood, can never waſh away; 
Yet 'tis but juſt I try, and on the Point, | 
Still reeking, hurl my black polluted Breaſt. 
Heph. O ſacred Sir, that muſt not be. 
Eum. Forgive my pious Hands. 
Ly/. And mine, that dare diſarm my Maſter. 


Alex. Yes, cruel Men, ye now-can ſhew your Strengths 
F Here, 
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Here's not a Slave but dares oppoſe my Juſtice ; 
Yet I will render all Endeavours wi | 
That tend to ſave my Life — Here I will lie [Fall. 
-loſe to his bleeding Side, thus kiſſing him; 
Theſe pale dead Lips,! that have ſo oft advis'd me: 
Thus bathing o'er his reverend Face in Tears; 
Thus claſping his cold Body in my Arms, 
Till Deat like him, has made me ſtiff and horrid. 
Heph. What ſhall we do ? 
Ly/. I know not, my Wounds bleed afreſh 
With ftriving with him: Perdiccat, lend's your Arm. 
[ Ex. Perdiccas, Lyſimachus, 
Heph. Call Aiſtander hither, 
Or Meleager, let's force him from the Body.” 
Cries without, Arm, Arm, Treaſon, Treaſon ! 
Enter Perdiccas bloody. 
Per Haſte alltakeArms ; Hepbeſt ion, where's the King 
Heph. There, by old Clytus Side, whom he has ſlain. 
Per. Then Miſery on Miſery will fall, 
Like ro'ling Billows, to advance the Storm, 
Riſe, — Sir, and haſte to aid the Queen; 
Roxana, fill'd with furious Jealouſy, 
Came with a Guard of Zogdian Slaves unmaſk'd, 


And broke upon me with ſuch ſudden Rage, 


That all are periſh'd who Reſiſtance made; 

IT only with theſe Wounds thro' claſhing 4 — 

Have fore d my Way, to give you timely Notice 
Alex What ſays Perdiccas ? Is the Queen in Danger 


Your Diſtance from the Palace aſks more 8 a 
And the Aſcent to th' flying Grove is high. 

Alex. I hus from the Grave I riſe to ſave my Love. 
All draw your Swords, with Wings of Lightning move; 
When I ruſh on, ſure none will dare to ſtay, 
"Tis Beauty calls, and Glory ſhews the Way. [ Exeunt. 


Per. She dies, unleſs you turn her Fate, and — i 


ACT 


ai 4; ab {RE _ 


# 
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ACT V. SCENELI. 


Statira is diſcovered ſleeping in the Bower of Semiramis; 
the Spirits of Queen Statira her Mother, and Darius, 
appear landing on each Side of her, with Daggers, 


threatning her. REO: 
y fling. 


Dar. ee 3 Innocence ſo woid of Carer, 
| WG That it can undiſturbed ſleep, 
Amidſt the Noiſe of horrid Wars, 
That make immortal Spirits weep ? 
Stat. No boding Crows,nor Ravens come 
To warn her of approaching Doom. 

/ 1 Dar She walks, as ſhe dream, in a Garden of Fliwers, 
yon = 4nd her Hands are empliy d in the beautiful Bowers; 
= She dreams of the Man that is far from the Grove, 
= 4nd all ber foft Fancy ftill runs on her Love. 
Stat. She nods o'er the Brooks that run purling along, 
* Ad the Nightingales lull her more faſt with a Song. 
= Dar. But fee the ſad End which the Gods have decreed. 


- 
wo 
* - 
* * 
- 
e 


Stat. This Poinard's thy Fate. 


= Dar. My Daughter muſt bleed. (dic: 
1 d, : Chorus. Awake then, Statira, awake, for alas you muſt 
, 8 £' an Hour be paſt, you muſt breathe out your laſt. 
1 . Dar. And be ſuch another as J. | 
ars | Stat. 4 J. 
„ | 
> is Chorus. And be Jo _ " hi 


] ſaw, nor was't a Dream, I ſaw and heard 
ANI My royal Parents, there I ſaw em ftand ; 
my * WH My Eyes beheld their precious Images; | 
ung MOVE; Bl heard their heav'nly Voices: Where, O where 
Fled you fo faſt, dear Shades, from my Embraces ? 

lou told me this this Hour ſhould be my laſt 
And I muſt bleed — Away, tis all Deluſion. 
Do I not wait for Alexander's coming; 

None but my loving Lord can enter here: 

And will he kill me? hence fantaſtick Shadows ! 


- Wk ; | Nat. Bleſs me, ye Powers above, and guard my Virtue. 


A C T WF 4nd yet methinks he ſhould not ſtay thus long. 
Why do I tremble thus? If I but ftir, 5 
The Motion of my Robes makes my Heart leap. 
'F 2 When 
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When will the dear Man come, that all my Doubts 
May vaniſh in his B:eaft ? That I may hold him 
Faſt as my Fears can make me, hug him cloſe 
As my fond Soul can wiſh ; give all my Breath 
In Sighs and Kiſſes ; ſwoon, die away with Ra 
But hark, I hear him —— [ Noiſe within, 
Fain I wovld hide my Bluſhes, 
I hear his Tread, but dare not go to meet him. 
Enter Roxana, with Slaves ard @ Dagger. 

Rox. At length we've conquer d chis ſtupendous Height, 
Theſe flying Groves, whoſe wonderful Aſcent 
Leads to the Clouds. 

Stat. Then all the Viſion's true F[Retirg, 
And I muſt die, loſe my dear Lord for ever: 
That, that's the Murderer. 

Rox. Shut the brazen Gate, 


And make it faſt with all the maſſy Bars. 5 — 
I know the King will fly to her Relief, | 
But we have Time enough Where is my Rival? 1 
Appear Statira, now no more a Queen; W a, 
Roxana calls, where is your Majeſty ? ; Be 
Stat. And what is ſhe, who with ſuch tow ring Pride, 
Wou'd awe a Princeſs that is born above her ? Sw 
Rox. I like the Port Imperial Beauty bears, | Fa 
It ſhews thou haſt a Spirit fit to fall E. 
A Sacrifice to fierce Roxana's Wrongs. | 
Be ſudden then, put forth theſe royal Breaſts, v. 
Where our falſe Maſter has fo often languiſh'd, 4A. 
That I may change their milky Innocence B 
To Blood, and dye me in a deep Revenge. T} 
Stat. No, barb'rous Woman, tho' I dare meet Death Th 
As boldly as our Lord, with a Reſolve | 
At which thy coward Heart would tremble ; I { 
Yet I diſdain to ſtand the Fate you offer, T} 
And therefore, fearleſs of thy dreadful W. 
Walk thus regardleſs by thee. - Fe 
" Rox. Ha! fo ſtately ! This ſure will fink you. Bu 
Stat. No, Rexana, No: A 
The Blow you give will ſtrike me to the Stars, A 
But fink my Murd' reſs in eternal Ruin. Gi 
Rox. Who told you this ? R 
Stat. A thouſand Spirits tell me: WI 


There's not a God but whiſpers in my Ear, This r. 


This 


Take your Farewel, and taſte ſuch healing Kiſſes, 
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This Death will crown me with immortal Glory; 
To die ſo fair, ſo innocent, ſo young, 
Will make me Company for Queens above. 

R:x. Preach on. 

Stat. While you, the Burden of the Earth, 
Fall to the Deep, ſo heavy with thy Guilt, 

That Hell itſelf muſt groan at thy Reception ; 
While fouleſt Fiends ſhun thy Society, 
And thou ſhalt walk alone, forſaken Fury. 

Rox. Heaven witneſs for me, I would ſpare thy Life, 
If any Thing but Alexander's Love 
Were in, Debate ; come, give me back his Heart, 

And thou ſhalt live Empreſs of all the World, 

Stat. The World is leſs than Alexander's Love, 

Yet cou'd I give it, 'tis not in my Power ; 
This I dare promiſe, if you ſpare my Life, 
Which I diſdain to beg, he ſhall ſpeak kindly. 

Rox. Speak ! is that all ? | 

Stat. Perhaps, at my Requeſt, 

And for a Gift ſo noble as my Life, 
Beſtow a Kifs. ; 

Rax. A Kiſs! no more? Stat. O Gods 
What ſhall I ſay to work her to my End? 

Fain I would ſee him Yes, a little more, 
Embrace you, and for ever be your Friend. 

Rox. O the provoking Word ? Your Friend! thou dy ſt 
Your Friend! What, muſt I bring you then together > 
Adore your Bed, and ſee you ſoftly laid ? 

By all my Pangs, and Labours of my Love, 
This has thrown off all that was ſweet and gentle. 
Therefore 
Stat. Yet hold thy Hand advanc'd in Air; 

I ſee my Death is written in thy Eyes, 
Therefore wreak all the Luſt of Vengeance on me, 
Waſh in my Blood, and ſteep thee in my Gore ; 
Feed like a Vulture, tear my bleeding Heart. 
But O Roxana ! that there may appear 
A Glimpſe of Juſtice for thy Crue: ty, 
A Grain of Goodneſs for a Maſs ot Evil, 
Give me my Death in Alexander's Preſence, 

Rox. Not for the Rule of Heaven Are you ſo cunning? 
What, you would have him mourn von as you fall; 


F 3 As 
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As might call back your Soul. No, thou ſhalt fall 
Now, and when Death has ſeiz d thy beauteous Limbs, 
Fll have thy Body thrown into a Well, 
Buried beneath a Heap of Stones for ever. 
Enter a Slave (Guards 
Slav. Madam, the King with all his Captains and his 
Are forcing ope the Doors, he threatens thouſand Deaths 
To all that ftop his Entrance, and I believe | 
Your Eunuchs will obey him. 
Rox. Then I muſt hafte. 
Stat. What, is the King fo near? 
And ſhall I dye fo tamely, thus defenceleſs ? 
O ye Gods, will you not help my Weakneſs ? 
Rox. They are afar off. Stabbing her 
Stat. Alas ! they are indeed. 
Enter Alexander, Caſſander, Poliperchon, Guards and 
Attendants. 
Alex. Oh happy ! thou ſhalt _ the Queen of Devils, 
Rox. Do, ſtrike, behold my Boſom ſwells to meet thee ; 
Tis full of thine, of Veins that run Ambition, 
And I can brave whatever Fate you bring. 
Alex. Call our Phyſicians, haſte, I'll give an Empire 
To ſave her — Oh my Soul, alas Statira / 
Theſe Wounds,--Oh Gods, are theſe my promis d Joys 
Enter Phyſicians. | 
Stat. My cruel Love, my weeping Alexander, 
Would J had died before you enter'd here: 
For now I aſk my Heart an hundred Queſtions, 
What muſt I loſe my Life, my Lord for ever: 
Alex Ha | Villains, are they mortal ?---what retired 
Raiſe your daſh'd- Spirits from the Earth, and ſay, 
She ſhall live, and I will make you Kings ; 
Give me this one, this poor, this only Life, 
And I will pardon you for all the Wounds 
Which your Arts widen, all Diſeaſes, Deaths, (World. 
Which your damn'd Drugs throw thro' the lingering 
Rox. Rend not your Temper, ſee a general Silence 
Confirms the bloody Pleaſure which 1 fought ; 
the dies — 2 
Alex. And dar'ſt thou, Monfter think t' eſcape ? 
Stat. Life's on the Wing, my Love, my Lord, 
Come to my Arms, and take the laſt Adieu. 
lere let me lie and languiſſi out my Soul. 
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Alex. Anſwer me, Father, wilt thou take her from me ? 
What, is the black ſad Hour at laſt arriv'd, 
That I muſt never claſp her Body more ? 
Never more baſk in her Eye-ſhine again ? 
Nor View the Loves that play'd in thoſe dear Beams, 
And ſhot me with a thouſand thouſand Smiles? 
Stat. Farewel, my Dear, my Life, my moſt lov'd Lord, 
I (wear by Or-/mades, tis more Pleaſure, 
More Satisfaction, that I thus die yours, 
T han to have liv'd another's — Grant me one Thing. 
Alex. All, all, — but ſpeak, that I may execute 
Before I follow thee. 
Stat. Leave not the Earth 
Before Heaven calls you. Spare Roxana's Life, 
"I'was Love of you that caus'd her give me Death. 
And, O ſometimes, amidſt you Revels, think 
Of your poor Queen, and e' er the chearful Bowl 
Salute your Lips, crown it with one rich Tear, - 
And I am happy. Die 
Alex. Clob not thy Eyes ; * 
Things of Import I havè to ſpeak, before 
Thou tak'ſt thy Journey ——Tell the Gods I'm coming 
To give Account of Life and Death ! 
And many other hundred thouſand Polices, 
That much concern the Government of Heaven 
O ſhe is gone! the talking Soul is mute. 
She's buff d, no Voice or Muſick now is heard! 
Ihe Bower of Beauty is more ſtill than Death. . 
The Roſes fade, and the melodious Bird 
That wak'd their Sweets, has left them now for ever; 
Rox. Tis certain now you never ſhall enjoy her; 
Therefore Rexana may have Leave to hope 
You will at laſt be kind for all my Sufferings, 
My 'Torments, Racks for this laſt dreadful Murder, 
Which furious Love of thee did bring upon me. 
Alex, O thou vile Creature ! bear thee from my Sight, 
And thank Statira that thou art alive: 
Liſe thou had'ſ periſh'd : Yet I wou'd ha' rent 
With my juſt Hands that Rock, that Marble Heart 
I wou'd have div'd thro? Seas of Blood to find it, 
Jo tear the cruel Quarry from its Center. 
Rox. O take me to your Arms, and hide my Bluſhes, 
I love you, ſpite of all your Cruelties; 
There is ſo much Divinity about you, 5 


— 
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I tremble to approach: Yet here's my Hold, 
Nor will I leave the ſacred Robe, for ſuch 

Is every Thing that touches that bleſs'd Body : 
III kiſs it as the Relique of a God, 

And Love ſhall graſp it with theſe dying Hands. 

Alex. O that thou wert a Man, that I might drive 
Thee round the World, and ſcatter thy Contagion, 
As Gods hurl Mortal Plagues when they are angry. 

Rox. Do, drive me, hew me into ſmalleſt Pieces, 
My Duſt ſhall be inſpir'd with a new Fondneſs ; 
Still the Love-Motes ſhall play before your Eyes, 
Where'er you go, however you deſpiſe. 

Alex. Away, there's not a Glance that flies from thee, 
But, like a Bafſi/iſe, comes wing'd with Death. 

Rox. O ſpeak not ſuch harſh Words, my Royal Maſter, 
Look not io dreadful on your kneeling Servant ; 
But take, dear Sir, O take me into Grace, 

By the dear Babe, the Burden of my Womb, 

"That weighs me down when [ would follow faſter, 
My Knees are weary, and my Force is ſpent. 

O do not frown, but clear thy angry Brow! - 
Your Eyes will blaſt me, and your Words are Bolts 
That ftrike me dead ; the little Wretch I bear, 
Leaps, frightned at your Wrath, and dies within me. 

Alex. O thou haſt touch'd my Soul ſo tenderly, 
That I will raiſe thee, tho' thy Hands are Ruin. 
Riſe, cruel Woman, riſe, and have a Care; 

O do not hurt that unborn Innocence, 
For whoſe dear Sake, I now forgive thee all. 
But haſte, be gone, fly, fly from theſe ſad Eyes ; 
Fly with my Pardon, left I call it back ; 
Tho' I forgive thee, I muſt hate thee ever. 
Rox. I go, I fly for ever from thy Sight ! 
My morcal Injuries have turn'd my Mind, 
And I could curſe myſelf for being kind. 
If therefore any Majeſty above, 
That has Revenge in Store for perjur'd Love, 
Send Heaven the ſwifteſt Ruin on his Head, 
Strike the Deſtroyer, lay the Victor dead; 
Kiil the Triumpher, and avenge my Wrong, 
In Height of Pomp. while he is warm and young; 
Bolted with Thunder let him ruſh along. *. 


nne 
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And when in the laſt Pangs of Life he lies, 

Grant I may ſtand to dart him with my Eyes: 

$ Nay. after Death 

S Purſue his ſpotted Ghoſt, and ſhoot him as he flies. [Ex. 
r O my fair Star, I ſhall be ſhortly with thee ; 


Irive For I already feel the ſad Effects 
on, Of thoſe molt fatal Imprecations. 
y. What means this deadly Dew upon my For ehead? 
ces, My Heart too heaves. | 
| Caf It will anon be ftill —— [ Afede, 
3, The Poiſon works. 

K Pal I'll fee the wiſh'd Effect LA lde. 
n thee, i E're I remove, and gorge me with Revenge, 

? Enter Perdiccas and Ly ſimachus. 
Maſter, 8 Per. I beg your Viajeſty will pardon me, 
; A fatal Meflenger ; 

; Great S;/igambts, hearing Statira's Death, 

Ils now no more; | 
ter, = Herlaſt Words gave the Princeſs to the brave 

ES Ly/imachus : But that which molt will ſtrike you, 
b & Your dear Fepheftion, having drank too largely 
Jolts At your laſt Feaſt, is of a Surfeit dead. Wi 
| Alex. How, dead ! Hepheflion dead] alas the dear 
in me. Unhappy Youth But he 1 happy, 
ly, I muſt wake for ever — This Object, this, 
in. This Face of fatal Beauty, 

Will ftretch my Lids with vaſt, eternal Tears 
Who had the Care of poor Hepheſtion's Life? 
Ly. Philarda, the Arabian Artiſt. 

5; Alex. Fly, Melcager, hang him on a Croſs : 


That for Hepheftion 
But here lies my Fate; Hephe/tion, CIytut, 
All my Victories for ever folded up; 
In this dear Body my Banner's loſt, 
My Standard's Triumph's ! 
O when ſhall I be mad ? Give Order to : 
The Army that they break their Shields, Swords, Spears, 
Pound their bright Armour into Duſt ; away; 
Is there not Cauſe to put the World in Mourning ? 

Tear all your Robes : — He dies that is not naked 
bung; | Down to the Waiſt, all like the Sons of Sorrow. 

Burn all the Spires that ſeem to kiſs the Sky ; 

And Beat down the Battlements of every City; And 
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And for the Monument of this lov'd Creature, 
Root up thoſe Bowers, and pave them all with Gold. 
Draw dry the Ganzes, make the Indies poor, 

To build her Tomb, no Shrines nor Altars ſpare, 
But ſtrip the ſhining Gods to make it rare. [ Exit, 
Cas. Ha! whither now? follow him, Polyperchor. 

| [Exit. Pol, 
I find Caſſander's Plot grows full of Death; 
Murder 1s playing her great Maſter-piece. 
And the fad Sitters ſweat, fo fait I urge em. 
O how I hug myſelf for this Revenge 
My Fancy's great in Miſchief ; for methinks 
The Night grows darker, and the lab'ring Ghoſts, 
For fear that I ſhould find new Torments out, 
Run o er the old with moſt prodigious Swiftneſs. 
i ſee the fatal Fruit betwixt the Teeth, 
The Sieve brim-full, and the ſwift Stone ſtand ſtill. 
Enter Polyperchon. 
What, does it work ? 
Pol. Speak ſoftly. Ca. Well. Pol. It dces; WE 7 
] follow'd him, and ſaw him ſwiftly walk _— 


5 
Toward the Palace; oftentimes looking back, ; 7 Ale. 
With watry Eyes, and calling out, Statira. : The 
He ſtumbled at the Gate, and fell along ; FT 
Nor was he rais'd with Eaſe by his Attendants, * : 


But ſeeming a greater Load than ordinary, Tor 8d. 
As much more as the Dead outweigh the Living. O or 


1 ; | For th 
4 Ca/7. Said he nothing? 
11 li 4 When they — him up, 5 r 
u. fgh'd, and entred with a firange wild Lock, ys 
141 Embrac'd the Princes round, and {aid he mult . 2 
ot i | Diſpatch the Buſineſs of the World in Haſte. 5 p as 
1 Enter Philip and Theſſalus. | wy 
\bH Phil. Back, back, all ſcatter—With a dreadful Shout. qe 
1 I heard him cry, I am but a dead Man. | With - 
i With Tb. The Poiſon tears him with that H he of The 
. That I could pity him. * na 
1 Pol. Peace — where ſhall we meet? Pe. 
1: Cafſ. On Saturn's Field, L 7 
FEY Methinks I fee the frighted Deities, 1 
. Ramming more Bolts in their big belly d Clouds, O the 


And _ all the Heavens to drown his Noiſe. Now I Charg 


* 


ALEXANDER the Ga EAT. 5 


Now we ſhould laugh — But go, diſperſe yourſelves, 
F. While each Soul — that fills his noble Veſſel, N 


_ 2 cwells with the Murder, works with Ruin o'er; 
And from the dreadful Deed this Glory draws, 

"ris We. kill d the greateſt Man that ever was. 

* = The SCENE draws, Enter Alexander and all hi; 

CDO'MN. 

, Pol. Attendants. | 

; Alex Search there, nay probe me, ſearch my wounded 
pull, draw it out. | (Reins ; 
” Ly/. We have ſearch d, but find no Hurt. 
f Alex. O I am ſhot, a forked burning Arrow 
Sticks croſs my Shoulders; the ſad Venom flies 

b Like Lightning thro' my Fleſh, my Blood, my Marrow. 


Ly/. This muſt be Treaſon. 
Perd. Wou'd I cou'd but gueſs. 
Alex. Ha! what a Change of Torments I endure ! 
11 A Bolt of Ice runs hiſſing thro''my Bowels ; 
: © 'Tis ſure the Arm of Death; give me a Chair; 
Cover me, for I freeze, and my Teeth chatter, 
dces; And my Knees knock together. 
> Perd. Heaven bleſs the King 
= Alex. Ha! who talks of Heaven? 
© I am all Hell; I burn, I burn again, 
The War grows wondrous hot; hey for the Tiger, 
Bear me Bucephalus, amongſt the Billows. 
O 'tis a noble Beaſt; I wou'd not change him 
© For the beſt Horſe the Sun has in his Stable: 
For they are hot, their Mangers full of Coals, 
© Their Manes are Flakes of Lightning, Curls of Fire, 
And their red Tails like Meteors whitk about. 
, Ly/. Help all, Eamenecs, help, I cannot hold him. 
Alx. Ha, ha, ha; I ſhall die with Laughter, 
* Parmenio, Clitu., doſt thou ſee yon Fellow, 
Shout, That ragged Soldier, that poor tatter'd G eek ? 
| | See how he puts to F light the gaudy Pei u, 
he ot Wich nothing but a ruſty Helmet on, thro' which 
Sor, The grizly Briitles of his puſhing Beard 
Drive em 1:ke Pikes —— Ha, ha, ha. 
Perd. How wild he talks! 
Ly/. Yet warring in his Wildneſs. (they come; 
Is, Alex. Sound, Sound, keep your Ranks cloſe, ay, now 
0 the brave Din, the noble Clank of Arms. 
Charge, charge apace, and let the Phalanx move; 
| | Darius 
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Darius comes, —— ha ! let me in, none dare 
To croſs my Fury ;j—Philetas is unhors'd ; —Ay, tis 
I fee, I know him by the ſparkling Plumes, [ Darin, 
And his Gold Chariot drawn by ten white Horſes : 
But li e a Tempeſt thus I pour upon him 
He bleeds, with that laſt Blow I brought him down ; 
He tumbles, take him, ſnatch th' Imperial Crown 
They fly, they fly, —follow, follow Victoria, Vidboria, 
Vittoria——— O let me ſleep. 
Perd. Let's raiſe him ſoftly, and bear him to his Bed. 
Alex. Hold, the leaſt Motion gives me ſudden Death, 
My vital Spirits are quite parch'd up, f 
And all my ſmoky Entrails turn'd to Aſhes. 7 
Ly/. When you, the brighteſt Star that ever ſhone, 
Shall ſct, it muſt be Night with us for ever. 9 
Alex. Let me embrace you all before I die: : 
Weep not my dear Companions, the good Gods : 
Shall ſend you in my ſtead a nobler Prince, [ 
One that ſhall lead you forth with matchleſs Conduct. 
Lyf. Break not oui Hearts with ſuch unkind — 14 


erd. We will not part with you, nor change for Mari. 
Alex. Perdiccas, take this King, K | 
And ſee me laid in the Temple of Jupiter Ammon. 
Ly/. To whom does your dread Majeſty bequeath 
The Empire of the World ? | 
Alex. 'To him that is moſt worthy, 8 
Perd. When will you, ſacred Sir, that we ſhould give 
To your great Memory thoſe divine Honours, 
Which ſuch exalted Virtue does deſerve ? 4 
Alex. When you are all moſt happy, and in Peace. -4 
Your Hands —0 Father, if I have diſcharged [ Riſes. 
The Duty of a Man to Empire born; 7 
If by unwearied Toil I have deſerv'd 
The vaſt Renown of thy adopted Son, 
Accept this Soul, which thou didſt firſt inſpire, 4 
And with this Sigh, thus gives thee back again, [ Dies. 7 
Lf. Eumenes, cover the fali'n Majeſty. 
If there be Treafon, let us find it out ; 
Lyfamachus ſtands forth to lead you on, 
And ſwears by the moſt honour'd dear Remains, 
He will not taſte thoſe Joys which Beauty brings, 
Till we revenge the greateſt, beſt of Kings. 


I. 


